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Shakejpeare, by taking up ſo recent à piece of hiſtory, as 
' the ſubjed of this play, at firſt view, ſeems to have 
entered on a critically hazardous undertaking; but if 
wwe confider that the Reformation was then warm in 
the minds of the people, and perceive in haw maſterly 
a manner he hat gloſſed over the character of Harry, 
fill preſerving his peculiarities, it appears not only 
aft, but politic, ta enter on ſuch a theme, He has 
exerted himſelf uncommonly, to ſupport the three prin- 
cipal characters, and we may venture to ſay, us other 
dramatic writer cou!d have drawn the King, Queen, 
and Cardinal, with ſuch forcible and haſte pro- 
pPeiriety. 


nter the Date of Nox vol x at the Deir : at the other, 
the Dutt FfBuckinonau®;, ard the Lord AER - 
TGAVENNY, © © | A 
|  BuCKiNGHAM. 
FNYOOD morrow, and well met. How have you 
done, 
Since laſt we ſaw you in France ? 
Nor. I thank your grace: | 
Healthful, and ever ſince a freſh admirer 


* * 


Of what I ſaw there. 1 
Buck. An untimely ague | 
Staid me a priſoner in my chamber, when 
Thoſe ſuns of glory, thoſe two lights of men; 
Met in the vale of Arde, | K 
Nor. Then you loſt | > 
The view of earthly glory. The two Kings, 
Buckingham ſhould be a graceful figure, elegantly deported; 
4 with a full, diſtin, declamatory voice, This firſt ſcene is 
merely to acquaint us with the prodigal pride of Wolſey, an! 
g the Duke's antipathy to him; it is conſiderably reduced in act. 
ing, and juſtiy; for what anſwers the above purpoſe is ſufficient, 
bod, A 2 Equal 
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Equal in luſtre, were now beſt, now worſt, 
As preſence did preſent them. 
When theſe ſuns, _ 
(For ſo they phraſe *em) by their heralds, challeng'd 
'The noble ſpirits to arms, they did perform, 
Beyond thought's compaſs. 
And all this order'd by the good diſcretion 
Of the right rev'rend the Cardinal of York, 
Buck, The devil ſpeed him! what had he to do, 
In theſe fierce vanities ? | 
Why took he upon him, 
Without the privity o'th' King, t'appoint 
Who ſhould attend him ? he makes up the file 
Of all the gentry ; for the moſt part ſuch, - 
To whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon *em. | 
Nor. The ſtate takes notice of the private difference, 
Betwixt you and the Cardinal. 
You know his nature; 
That he's revengeful ; and I know his ſword 
Hath a ſharp edge: It's long, and't may be ſaid, 
It reaches far; and where *twill not extend, 
Thither he darts it, Boſom up my counſel ; 
You'll find it wholeſome. Lo, where comes that rock, 
ThztI adviſe your ſhunning. | 


Euter Cardinal WolsEY * ; and CROMWELL, . 
Puri borne before him, certain of theGuard, and two 
Secretaries, with Papers; the Cardinal in his Paſſage 
fixeth his Eye on BUCK1NGHAM, and BUCKINGHAM 
on him, both full of Diſdain. | 
Wol. The Duke of Buckingham's ſurveyor ? ha! 

Where's his examination? | 
Crom. Here, ſo pleaſe you. 

Mol. Is he in perſon ready? 

Crom. Ay, an't pleaſe your grace. 

ol. Well, we ſhall then know more, 
And Buckingham ſhall leſſen this big look. 


[ Exeunt the Cardinal, and his train, 


Bact. This butcher's cur is venom mouth'd, and I 
*The Cardinal mould be important in appearance, ſuperci- 


lious in countenance, poſſe ſled of full, florid declamation, maſter 


ef oratorical variations, and ſententiouſly emphatic, 


Have 
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Have not the pow'r to muzzle him, therefore beſt 
Not wake him in his ſlumber. I read in's looks 
Matter againſt me, and his eye revil'd 
Me as his abject object; at this inſtant, . | 
He-bores me with ſome trick“; he's gone to th' King: 
I'll follow, and out-ſtare him. 
Nor. Stay, my Lord, 
And let your reaſon with your choler queſtion, 
What 'tis you go about. Be advis'd, 1 ſay; 
There is no Engliſh ſoul who better can 
Direct you, than yourſelf, ' 
If with the ſap of reaſon you would quench, 
Or but allay the fire of paſſion. 
Buck. vir, | 
I'm thankful to yon, and III go along, 
*y your preſcription ;' bar this top-proud fellow, 
hom from the flow of gall I name nor, but 
From ſincere motions ; by intelligence 
And proofs, as clear as founts in July, when 
We ſee each grain of gravel, I do know - 
Fo be corrupt and treaſonous, 
Nor. Say not treaſonous, 
Buck. To th' King Ill ſay't, and make my vouch 
| as ſtrong, — — | 
y As ſhore of rock—— My Lord, this holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both, his mind and place © 
'8 Ingfecting one another; ee 
% Saggeſts the King our maſter 
pl To this laſt coſtly treaty, th' interview, 
That ſwfllow'd fo much treaſure, and like a glaſs, 
Did break i'th' rinſing, 
Nor. Faith, and fo it did. 
« Buck, Pray give me favour, Sir—this cunning 
Cardinal amt 
The articles o'th* combination drew. 
As himſelf pleas'd; and they were ratify'd, 


As he cry'd, let it bz————to as much end, - 
As give a crutch to th? dead, but our court-cardinfk 
Has done this, and 'tis well — for worthy -Wel/ey, 
i- * He bores me with ſome trick, means, he ſtabs me with 
er ſome malignant trick. 


A 3 Who 
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3 Who cannot err, he did it. Let the King know, | 
| (As ſoon he ſhall by me) that thas the Cardinal a 
| Does buy and ſell his honour as he pleaſes, . 
Nor. I am ſor 

To hear this of him; and could wiſh you were ' 
Something miſtaken in't. 

Buck. No, not a ſyllable : | | 

do pranounce him in that very ſhape . 

He ſhall appear in proof. 


Enter Bx AN ON, a Serjeant at Arms before him, and 
two or three of the Guard. „ 
Bran. Vour office, ſerjeant; execute it. 
Serj. Sir, 
My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arreſt thee of bigh treaſon, in the name 
Of our moſt ſov'reign King. 
Buck, Lo you, my Lord, 1 4 ETT 
The net has fall'n upon me; I ſhall periſh, 
Under device and practice. 
Bran, I am ety 
To ſee you ta'en from liberty; 
"Tis his Highneſs? pleaſure 
You ſhall to th' Tower. 
Buck, It will help me nothing, 
To plead mine innocence ; for that die is on me, 
Which makes my whiteſt part black, I obey. 
O my Lord, fare ye well, 
Bran. Nay, he muſt bear you company. The King 
Is pleas'd you ſhall to th* Tower, *till you know l 
How he determines further. 'Þ 
Aber. The King's pleaſure mult be obey'd. 5 
Bran. Here is a warrant from : 1 
The King, t'attach Lord Montague, and the bodies 
Of the Duke's confeſſor, John de la Car“, 
And Sir Gilbert Peck, his chancellor. 
Buck. So, ſo; "if 
Theſe are limbs o'th' plot: no more, I hope? = 
Bran. A monk o'th' Chartreux. = 
Buck. Nicholas Hopkins ? . 


Ihe name is Court, in the original. 


Bran. 
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Bran, He. 

Buck, My ſurveyor is falſe; the o'ergreat Cardinal 
Hath ſhew'd him gold; my life is ſpann'd alteady : 
J am the ſhadow of poor Buckingham, 

Whoſe figure ev'n this inſtant cloud puts ont, 
By dark*nirg my clear fun. My Lord, farewel “. 
[ Exeunt, 


Flouriſh. Enter King Hengy +, leaning on the Can- 
DINAL's Shoulders ; the Neobles, and Sir THOMAS 
LoveL ; the CARDINAL places himjelf under the 
King Feet, on bis right Side. 


King. My life itſelf, and the beſt heart of itt, 
Thank you for this great care; I ſtood i'th' level 
Of a full charg'd confed'racy, and give thanks 
To you that chok'd it. Let be call'd before us 
'That gentleman of Buckingham's, in perſon ; 

III hear him his confeſſions juſtify, 
And, point by point, the treaſons of his maſter, 
He ſhall again relate. 


4 

Lord CHAMBERLAIN ſays, Room for the Queen. Enter 
the QUEEN ; e kneels. The KinG riſeth from his 
State, takes her up, kiſſes, and placeth her by him, 


King. Riſe, and take place by us. 

Queen. Nay, we mult longer kneel ; I am a ſaitor, 

King. Ariſe, and take place by us; half your ſuit 5 
Never name to us; you have half our power: 
The other moiety ere you aſk is given; 
Repeat your will, and take it. 

Queen. Thank your Majeſty. N 
That you would love yourſelf, and, in that love, 
Not unconſider'd leave your honour, nor 


* Why take leave, when they were both going together to 
the Tower ? | . 

+ King. Henry requires corpulent importance of perſon, 
ſtrong ſtern features, with a ſonotous, powerful voice. 

1 The beſt heart of it, means, the pureſt part; this we 
ſhould not have offered to common underitinding, but that com- 
mentators have pu z led about it. 

$ The Queen ſhould be amiably majeſtic, in appearance 
and deportment ; rather gracefully than beautifully featured, 
with clear, mellow utterances 


The 
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Who cannot err, he did it. Let the King know, 
(As ſoon he ſhall by me) that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and ſell his honour as he pleaſes, 

Nor. I am ſorry 
To hear this of him; and could wiſh you were 
Something miſtaken in't. | 

Buck, No, not a ſyllable : 
do pranounce him in that very ſhape 
He ſhall appear in proof. 


Enter Bx AN ON, a Serjeant at Arms before him, and 
too or three of the Guard. 


Bran. Your office, ſerjeant; execute it. 

Serj. Sir, 

My Lord the Duke of Buckingham, and Earl 
Of Hertford, Stafford, and Northampton, 1 
Arreſt thee of bigh treaſon, in the name 

Of our moſt ſov'reign King. 

Buck. Lo you, my Lord, 
The net has fall'n upon me; I ſhall periſh, 
Under device and practice. 

Bran. I am ny 
To ſee you ta'en from liberty ; 

"Tis his Highneſs? pleaſure 
You ſhall to th' Tower. 

Buck, It will help me nothing, | 
To plead mine innocence ; for that die is on. me, 
Which makes my whiteſt part black, I obey. 

O my Lord, fare ye well, 

Bran. Nay, he muſt bear you company. The King 
Is pleas'd you ſhall to th' Tower, *till you know 
How he determines further. 

Aber, The King's pleaſure muſt be obey'd. 

Bran, Here is a warrant from ; 
The King, t'attach Lord Montague, and the bodies 
Of the Duke's confeſſor, Jahn de la Car“, 
And Sir Gilbert Peck, his chancellor. 

Buck. So, ſo; | 
Theſe are limbs o'th' plot: no more, I hope? 

Bran. A monk o'th' Chartreux. 

Buck, Nicholas Hopkins? 


* The name is Court, in the original. | 
3 Bran. 


| 
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Bran, He. 

Buck. My ſurveyor is falſe; the o'ergreat Cardinal 
Hath ſhew'd him gold; my life is ſpann'd alteady: 
J am the ſhadow of poor Buckingham, 

Whoſe figure ev'n this inſtant cloud puts ont, 
By dark'nieg my clear fun. My Lord, farewel “. 
[ Exeunt. 


Flouriſh. Enter King Henxy +, leaning on the Car- 
DINAL*s Shoulders ; the Nobles, and Sir THOMAS 
LoveL ; the CaRDINAL places him/elf under the 
King's Feet, on bis right Side, 


King. My life itſelf, and the beſt heart of it f, 
Thank you for this great care; I ſtood i'th' level 
Of a full charg'd confed'racy, and give thanks 
To you that chok'd it. Let be call'd before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's, in perſon ; 

I'll hear him his confeflions juſtify, 
And, point by point, the treaſons of his maſter, 
He ſhall again relate. | 


N | 

Lord CHAMBERLAIN ſays, Room for the Queen, Enter 
the QUEEN ; e kneels. The KinG riſetb from his 
State, takes her up, kiſſes, and placeth her by him, 


King. Riſe, and take place by us. 
Queen. Nay, we mult longer kneel ; I am a ſaitor. 
King. Ariſe, and take place by us; half your ſuit 9 
Never name to us; you have half our power: 
The other moiety ere you aſk is given; 
Repeat your will, and take it. 
Queen. Thank your Majeſty. 
That you would love yourſelf, and, in that love, 
Not unconſider'd leave your honour, nor 


* Why take leave, when they were both going together to 
the Tower ? 5 5 

King Henry requires corpulent importance of perſon, 
ſtrong ſtern features, with a ſonotous, powerful voice. 

T The beſt heart of it, means, the pureſt part; this we 
ſhould not have offered to common underftinding, but that com- 
mentators have puzzled about it. 

The Queen ſhould be amiably majeſtic, in appearance 
and deportment; rather gracefully than beautifully featured, 
with clear, mellow utterances 


The 
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The dignity of your e, is the 44G 
Of my petition. | 
King. Lady mine, proceed. a 
Queen. I am ſolicited, not by a ow. | 
And thoſe of true condition, that your ſubjets 


Are in great grievance. There have been commiſſions © 


Sent down among 'em, which have flaw'd the heart 
Of all their loyalties ; wherein although [Te Wolſey. 
(My good Lord Cardinal) they vent reproaches, 
Moſt bitterly on you, as putter on 
Of theſe exactions; yet the King our maſter 
(Whoſe honour Heav'n ſhield from ſoil) eſcapes not 
Language unmannerly; yea, ſuch which breaks 
The fides of loyalty, and almoſt appears 
In loud rebellion *. 

Ner. Not almoſt appears, 
It doth appear : for upon theſe taxations, 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them "longing, + 
CompelPd by.hunger, 
And lack of other\means, are all in | uproar, | 
And dan ger ſerves among them f. 

King. 'Vaxation ? 
Wherein ? and what taxation ? my Lord Cardinal,” 
You, that are blam'd for it, alike with Ut, | 
Know you of this taxation? 

Wol. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
I know but of a ſingle part, in ought 
Pertains to th' ſtate, and front but in that file, 
Where others tell ſteps with me. 

Queen. No, my Lord, 
You know no more than others; ; but you frame 


Things that are known alike, which are not wholſome 
To thoſe which would not know them, and yet mult + 


_ Perforce be their acquaintance, Theſe exactions 
(Whereof my ſov'reign would have note) they are 
Moſt peltileat to th? hearing; and to bear em, 


* There is a bedutiful degree of modeſt, generous ſenſibility, 
affording a good ſcope for graceful elocut ion, in all the Queen's 
ſpeeches, 

+ This conveys an exceeding high pictureſque idea of popu- 


The 


lar tumult, urged by neceſſity. 
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The back is ſacrifice to the load. They ſay, 
They are devis'd by you, or elſe you ſuffer 
Too hard an exclamation ! 

King. Still exaCtion ! 
The nature of it, in what kind, let's know, 
Is this exaction ? 

Queen. I am much too vent'rous, 
In tempting of your patience, but am bolden'd, 
Under your promis d pardon. The ſubjects'“ grief 
Comes through commiſſions, which compel from each, 
The ſixth part of his ſubſtance, to be levy'd 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this, 
Is nam'd, your wars in France. This makes bold 

mouths, 

Tongues ſpit theirduties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them, All their curſes, now, 
Live where their pray'rs did. I would your Highneſs 
Would give it quick conſideration“. 

King. By my lite, 
This is againſt our pleaſure. 

Wal. And for me, 
I haye no further gone in this, than by 
A ſingle voice, — that not paſt me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. 
If Iam traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor perſon, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, let me ſay, 


. *Tis but the fate of place, and the rough braket 


That virtue muſt go through. 


If we ſtand ſtill, in fear, we then are only 


Statues of the ſtate. 
King. Things done well, 
And with a care, exempt themſelves from fear; 
Things done without example, in their iſſue 
Are to be fear'd. * Have you a precedent, 
Of this commiſſion ? I believe not any. 
We muſt not rend our ſubje&s from our laws, 
And ſtick them in our will. Sixth part of each! 


Catharine's taking the people's part, againſt the oppreſſion of 

an over-grown favourite, renders her worthy of warm regard. 
+ This is the true language df political evaſion, uſed by every 
cenſurable miniſter, in every age. a 
2 A trembling 
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A trembling contribution ! —— Why, we take 
From ev'ry tree, lop, bark, and part o' th* timber: 
And though we leave it with the root thus hack'd, 
The air will drink the ſap. To ev'ry county 
Where this is queſtion'd, fend our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has deny'd | 
The force of this commiſſion. 2 to't7; X 
I put it to your care. 

Wel. A word with you: [T7 0 Cromwell. 
Let there be letters writ to ev'ry ſhire, 
Of the king's grace and pardon, Ihe griev'd commons 
Hardly conceive of me. Let it be nois'd, 
Fhat through our interceſlions, this revokement, 
And pardon comes: I ſhall anon adviſe you” 
Further in the procceding®, L Crom. 


Enter SURVEYOR. 


Lueen, I'm ſorry, that the Duke of eget, ane 
Is run 1n your diſpleaſure. 

King. It grieves many. 
The gentleman is learn'd; 


ſpeaker; 


Is nature, none more 1 but hs: my lady. - 5 
Hath into monſtrous habits put * Steges * * 


That once were his. 

Sit ; you ſhall hear 

(This was his gentleman in truſt) of him 
Things to ſtrike honour ſad. Bid him recount 
The tore-recited practices, whereof. 

We cannot hear too much. 


Mol. Stand forth, and with bold ſpirit relate, what 


u, 
Moſt like a a careful ſubject, have collected 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 
King. Speak freely. 
Sur. Firſt, it was uſual with him, ev 1 day, 
It would infect his ſpeech, that if the king 
Should without iſſue die, he carry'd ſo, 
To make the ſcepter his. . Theſe very words 
I've heard him utter to his ſon-in-law, 
Lord Abergavenny, to whom, by oath, he menac d. 
Revenge upon the cardinal. _ 


»A fine ſtroke, from a deep, deſigning politician 
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King. Speak on. Wes 
How grounded he his title to the crown, 
Upon our fail? To this point, haſt thou heard him 
At any time ſpeak ought? | 
Surv. He was brought to this, 
By a vain propheſie of Nicholas Hopkins, 
His confeflor, who fed him, ev'ry minute, 
With words of ſovereignty, There is, ſays he, 
A holy monk, that oft 
Hath ſent to me, wiſhing me to permit 
John de la Car, my chaplain, a choice hour, 
To hear from him a matter of ſome moment; 
Who after (under the confeſſion's ſeal 
He ſolemnly had ſworn, that what he ſpoke, 
My chaplain to no creature hving, but 
To me, ſhon'd utter) with demure confidence, 
Thus pauſingly enſa'd : Neither the king, nor's heirs 
(Tell you the duke) ſhall proſper ; bid him ftrive 
To gain the love o'th'commonalty, the duke 
Shall govern England 
Qucen. If I know you well, 
You were the duke's ſurveyor, and loſt your office, 
On the complaint o' th* tenants. Take good heed, 
You charge not, in your ſpleen, a noble perſon, 
And ſpoil your noble foul, I ſay, take heed. 
King. Let him proceed, 
Surv. On my ſoul, Ill ſpeak but truth. 
I told my lord, the duke, by th' devil's illufions, 
The monk might be deceiv'd, and that *twas dan- 
For him to ruminate on this. [gerous 
He anſwer'd, Tuſh, , Y.-* 
It can do me no damage; adding further, 
That had the king in his laſt ſickneſs fail'd, 
The cardinal's and Sir Thomas Lovel's heads 
Should have gone off, | I 
King. Ha! What, ſo rank? Ah, ha 


There's miſchief in this man. Can'f thou ſay further? 


Surv, I can, my liege. 
King. Proceed. | 
Sarv. Being at Greenwich, 


1 After your highneſs had reprov'd the duke, 
About Sir William Blomer—— | 


Kings 


2——  — — ——— 
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King. | remember | 
Of ſuch a time, he being my ſworn ſervant, 
'The duke retain'd him his. But on, | 


Surv, If, quoth he, I for this had been committed, 


As to the Tower, I thought ; I would have play'd 
The part my father meant to act, upon 


The uſurper, Richard, who being at Saliſbury, 


Made ſuit to come in's preſence ; which, if granted, 
(As he made ſemblance of his duty) would 
Have put his dagger into him. 

King. A giant traitor! 

Wet. Now, madam, may his highneſslive in freedom, 
And this man out of priſon ? 

2 Heaven mend all. 

ing. There's ſomething more would out of thee, 
What ſay'ſt? 

Surv, When he had ſaid this, 
With one hand on his dagger, 
The other ſpread on's breaſt, mounting his eyes, 


- He did diſcharge a horrible oath, whoſe tenour 


Was, were he evil us'd, he would out-go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Does an irreſolute purpoſe. 
King. There*s his period, 
To ſheath his dagger in us: he's attach'd. 
Call him to preſent trial; if he may 
Find mercy in the law, 'tis his ; if none, 
Let him nat ſeek't of us. By day and night, 
He's traitor to the height. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Lord CHAMBERLAIN, 


Chamb. How now? 
What news, Sir Thomas Lovel? 


Enter Sir Thou as LOveL, ard Lord Sax ps“. 


Low. Faith my lord, 
I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clap'd upon the court- gate. 
Chamb. What is't for? 


* The character of Lord Sands (however objectionable to an au- 


| ditor of the grave caſt) is naturally and pleaſantly introduced to q 


enliven the ſpirit of the enſuing banquet, 
Lev. 
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Lov. The reformation of our travell'd gallants, 
That fill the court with quarrels, talk, and taylors, 
Chamb, I'm glad 'tis there: now, I would pray our 
monſieurs 
To think an Engliſh courtier may be wiſe, 
And never ſee the Louvre. 
What a loſs our ladies 
Will have of theſe trim vanities! 
Lov. Ay, marry, 
There will be woe, indeed, lords ; 
A French ſong, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 
Sands, The devil fiddle *em; I'm glad they're 
a-going, 
For ſure there's no converting em. Now, firs, 
An honeſt country lord, as J am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may briag nis plain ſong, 
And have an hour of hearing, aad by'r lady, 
Held current muſic, too. 
Chamb. Well ſaid, lord Sands; ; 
Your colt's tooth 1s not caſt yet? 
Sands, No, my lord, 
Nor ſhall not, while I have a ſtump. 
Chamb. Sir Thomas, 
Whither are you going? 
Low. To the cardinal's; 
Vour lordſhip is a gueſt, too. 
Chamb. O, *tis true. 
This night he makes a ſapper, and a great one, 
To many lords and ladies. There will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll aſſure you. 
Lov. 2 5 churchman bears a bounteous mind, in- 
eed 


A hand as fruitful, as the land that feeds us. 


Chamb. My barge ſtays; 
Your lordſhip ſhall along. Come, good Sir Thomas, 
We ſhall be late elſe. 
Sands, Ay, ay, 
If the beauties are there, I muſt make 
One among 'em, to be ſure, [ Zxeunt, 
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A ſmall Table under a State for the CAR DIN AL, a longer 
Table for the Gueſts, ANNE BULLEN, and divers 
other Ladies and Gentlemen, as Gueſts, Enter Sir 
Henry GuiLFoRD, 


Guil, Ladies, a gen'ral welcome from his grace, 
Salutes ye all: this night he dedicates 
J fair content and ycu. None here, he hopes, 
In all this noble bevy*, has brought with her 
One care abroad. He would have all as merry, 
As, firlt, good company, good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people. 


Euter Lerd CHAMBERLAIN, Lord SANDS, and LOVEL. 


O, my lord, y*are tardy ; 
Ie very thoughts of this fair company, 
Clap'd wings to me. 
Chamb. You're young, Sir Harry Guilford. 
Sands. Sir T homas Lowel, had the cardinal 
Tut half my lay-thoughts in him, ſome cf theſe 
. :culd find a running banquet, ere they reſted ; 
in k, would better pleaie em. By my life, 
J hey are a ſweet ſociety of fair ones. 
Lev. O, that your lordſhip were but now confeſſor, 
I one or two of theſe, 
Sands. I would J were, | 
'; ey ſhould find eaſy penance, . 
[ cv. Faith, how eaſy ? 
dA. As eaſy as a down-bed would afford it+. 
Comb. Sweet ladies, will it pleaſe you ſit. Sir Harry, 
Flace you that fide, I'll take the charge of this. 
His grace is entering. Nay, you muft not freeze: 
Two women plac'd together make cold weather, 
My lord Sands, you are one will keep 'em waking, 
Pray ſit between theſe ladies. . 
Sands. By my faith, | 
Aud thank your lordſhip. By your leave, ſweet ladies; 
| [ Sts, 
© Bevy, implies a flight of quails, as covey does that of par- 
ges. 
2 IT be old whimfical peer's pleaſantry is rather indelicate, but 
cemwon in Harry's reign, when virtue had as few friends as 


poverty. 
| {JF 
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If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me: 
I had it from my father. 
Anne, Was he mad, fir? 
Sands. O very mad, exceeding mad, in love too 
But he would bite none. Jult as Ido now, 
He'd kiſs you twenty with a breath, [ Kiffes her. 
Chamb. Well ſaid, my lord. 
So now y*are fairly ſeated. Gentlemen, 
The penance lies on you, if theſe fair ladies 
Paſs away frowning. 
Sands. For my little cure, 
Let me alone, 


Flouriſb. Enter Cardinal Wolss x, and takes his State. 


. Ware welcome, my fair gueſts, That noble 
lady, | 
Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 
Is not my friend. This, to confirm my welcome, 
And to you all, good health. 
Sands. Your grace is noble: 
Let me have ſuch a bowl may hold my thanks, 
And ſave me ſo much talking. 
Mol. My\lord Sands, 
I am beholden to you ; cheer your neighbour, 
Ladies, you are not merry. Gentlemen, 
Whoſe fault is this? 
Sands. The red wine firſt muſt riſe 
In their fair cheeks, my lord, then we ſhall have 'em 
Talk us to ſilence. | 
Anne. You're a merry gameſter, 
My lord Sand:. 
Sands, Yes, if I make my play. 
Here's to your ladyſhip, and pledge it, madam ; 
For, tis to ſuch a thing ————_ 
Anne, You cannot ſhew me, : 
Sands. I told your grace that they would talk anon. 
[ Drums and trumpets, and guns diſcharged. 
Wal. What's that? 
Chamb. Look out there, ſome of ye, 
Wol. What warlike voice, , 
And to what end is this ? Nay, ladies, fear not ; 
By all the laws of war y'are privileged. 
| B 2 Enter 
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Enter CRomwELL, 


Chamb, How now, what 15't ? 
Cen. A noble troop of ſtrangers, 
For {o they ſeem, have left their barge and landed, 
And hither make, as great ambaſſadors 
From foreign princes. 
ol. Good lord chamberlain, 
Go, give 'em welcome ; you can ſpeak the French 
tor gue, 
Ard pray receive 'em nobly, and conduct 'em 
Into our pie ſence, where this heav'n of beauty 
Shall ſhine at full upon them. Some attend him. 
[A ariſe, and tables remaved. 
You've row a broken banguet, but we'll mend it. 
A good digeſtion to ycu all; and once more, 
1 ſhower a welcome on ye: welcome all. 


Flouriſh. Enter KiN o, and others, as Maſters, habited 
like Shepherds, uſber d by the Lord CHAMBERLAIN. 
They paſs directly before the Cardinal, and gracefully 

8 falute him. 


A noble compeny ! What are their pleaſures ? 

Chamb. Becaule they ſpeak no Engliſh, thus they 
ray'd | 

To 1 grace, that having heard, by fame, 

Of this ſo noble and ſo fair aſſembly, 

This night to meet here, they could do no leſs, 

Out of the great reſpect they bear to beauty, 

But leave their flocks, and, under your fair conduct, 

Crave leave to view theſe ladies, and intreat 

An hour of revels with 'em. 
Mol. Say, lord chamberlain, 

They've done my poor houſe grace: for which I pay 

'em 
A thouſand thanks; and pray em take their pleaſures, 
[Cue Ladies, King and Anne Bullen. Dance. 

King. The faireſt hand I ever touch'd ! O, beauty, 

Till now 1 never knew thee. 

Mol. My lord. 

Chamb. Vour grace? 

Noel. Pray, tell'em thus much from me: 


* 
- 
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There ſhould be one amongſt 'em, by his perſon, 
1 More worthy this place, than myſelf, to whom, 
If I but knew him, with my love and duty 

I would ſurrender it. 

Chamb. I will, my lord. 

[Lord Chamberlain whiſpers the maſhers, 

Vol. What ſay they? 

Chamb. Such a one, they all confeſs, 
There is, indeed, which they will have your grace 
x Find out, and he will take it, 

1 Wol. Let me fee, then; 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen, here I'll make 
My royal choice. 
King. You've found him, cardinal : 
You hold a fair aſſembly, You do well, lord, 
You area church-man, or I'll tell you, cardinal, 
I ſhould judge you unhappily“. 
Wel. I'm glad 
Your grace is grown fo pleaſant. 
King. My lord chamberlain, 
Pr'ythee come hither ; what fair lady's that? 
Chamb. An't pleaſe your grace, Sir Thomas Bulles's 


daughter, | 
= (The Viſcount Rochford) one of her highneſs' women, 
4 King. By Heav'n, ſhe's a dainty one. Sweetheart, 


were unmannerly to take you out, [Te Anne Bullen. 
And not to kiſs you. A health, gentlemen, 
Let it go round, | 

Mol. Sir Thomas Lovel, is the banquet ready, 
I the privy chamber? 

Low, Yes, my lord. 

Mol. Your grace, 

fear, 1s a little heated. 
King. I fear, too much. 
Wil. There's freſher air, my lord, 
In the next chamber. 
King. Lead in your ladies, every one. Sweet part» 
53 ner, 
I mult not yet forſake you; let's be merry. 
g y good lord cardinal, you mult give us leave, 
By judging unhappily, he means judging archly of the car« 
Linal's Having ſuch a meeting. 
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To keep theſe ladies from their reſt, a while, 

] have another meaſure yet to lead 'em, 

Which being ended, they ſhall all go ſleep. 

Then this, which does a happy viton ſeem, 

May be again repeated in a dream, [ Exeunt, 


pI 


— »— 


K F . 


Enter I. Twwo Tipflawes. 2. Sir Thomas Lover, 

and V Aux, 3. Executioner, wwith the Ax towards the 

uke. 4. The Duke of BUCKINGHAM, 5. Four 
Gen lemen in black. 6. Two Guards, 


Buck. YOU that thus far have come to pity me, 
Heer what J fay, and then go home and loſe me. 
] have this day, receiv'd a traitor's judgment, 
And by that name muſt die. Yet Heav'n bear witneſ:,. 
And if I have a conſcience, let it fink me, 
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful. 
To th' law I bear no malice for my death, 
*T has done, upon the premiſes, but juſtice : 
But thoſe that fought it, I could wiſh more chriſtians. 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive 'em; 
For further life in this world I ne'er hope, 
Nor will 1 ſue, altho' the king have mercies, 
More than IT dare make faults. Ye few, that lov'd me, 
And dare be bold to weep for Buckingham, 
His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying ; 
Go with me, like good angels, to my end, 
And as the long divorce of ſteel falls on me, 
Make of your prayers one ſweet ſacrifice, 
And lift my foul to Heav'n. Lead on. 

Low. I do beſeech your grace for charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 
Were hid againſt me, now forgive me, frankly, 


The ſecond AR begins much more properly here, than with 
the two gentlemen Shakeſpeare has introduced to ſpeak of Buck- 
ingbam's trial, and conviction. 

Buck. 


bu 
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Buck, Sir Thomas Lovel, | as free forgive you, 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all. 
— - Commend me to his grace; 
And if he ſpeak of Buckingham, pray, tell him, 
You met him half in Heaven. My vows and pray'rs: 
Yet are the king's; and *till my ſoul forſake me, 
Shall cry for bleſſings on him. May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years; 
Ever belov'd and loving may his rule be; 
And when old time ſhall lead him to his end, 
Goodneſs and he fill up one monument. 

Lov. Prepare there, | | 
The duke is coming: ſee the barge be ready, 
And fit it with ſuch furniture as ſuits 
The greatneſs of his perſon, 

Buck, Nay, Sir Thomas, 
Let it alone: my ſtate now, will but mock me. 
When I came hither, I was Lord High Conſtable, 
And Duke of Buckingham, now, poor Edmund Bohun; 
Yet I am richer than my baſe accuſers, | 
That never knew what truth meant. 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, | 
Who firſt rais'd head againſt uſurping Richard, 
Flying for ſuccour to his ſervant Baniſter, 
Being diſtreſs'd, was by that wretch betray'd, 
And without trial fell, Peace be with him ! 
I had my trial, 
And mutt needs ſay, a noble one; which makes me 
A little happier than my father: | ; 
Yet thus far we are one in fortune, both 
Fell by our ſervants, by thoſe men we lov'd. 
You that hear me, 
This from a dying man receive, as certain: 
Where you are lib'ral of your loves and counſels, 
Be ſure you be not looſe; thoſe you make friends, 
And give your hearts to, when they once perceive 
The leaſt rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye; never found again, 
But where they mean to ſink ye. All good people, 
Pray for me! I muſt leave ye; the laſt hour 
Of. my long weary life is come upon me, 


Farewel; 
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Farewel ; and when you would ſay ſomething ſad, 


Remember Buckingham®, 
[ Exeunt Buckingham and Train, 


Enter Lord CHAMBERLAIN, the Dukes of NORFOL&, 
and SUFFOLK, 


Nor, Well met, my Lord Chamberlain, 
Cham, Good day to both your graces, 
Suff. How is the King employ'd ? 
Cham, I left him private, 
Full of ſad thoughts and troubles, 
Nor. What's the cauſe ? 
Cham. It ſeems, the marriage with his brother's wife, 
Has crept too near his conſcience. 
Suff. No, his conſcience 
Has crept too near another lady, 
Nor, Tis fo. 
This is the Cardinal's doing; the King-Cardinal : 
That blind prieſt, like the eldeſt ſon of fortune, 
Turns what he liſts. The King will know him, one 
day. 
Suff. Pray Heav'n he do; he'll never know himſelf 
elſe. 
Ner. We had need pray, and heartily, for de- 
Iiv'rance ; 
Or this imperious man will work us all, 
From Princes into pages. Let's in 
And with ſome other buſineſs, put the King 
From theſe ſad thoughts that work too much upon him. 
My Lord, you'll bear us company? 
Cham. Excuſe me, 
The King hath ſent me other-where : beſides, 
You'll find a moſt unfit time to diſturb him. 
Health to your Lordſhips, [Exit Lord Chamberlain, 


Si. See, the King. 


Enter the Kine, reading penſively. 

Si. How ſad he looks! ſure, he is much afflicted. 

King. Who's there ? ha? 

* Buckingham, in this ſcene, if a proper degree of manly, dig- 
nified pathos is ſupported, muſt gain the actor credit, and give 
the audience pleaſure, 

Nor. 
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Nor. Pray Heav'n, he be not angry. 
King. Who's there, I ſay ? how dare you thruſt your- 
ſelves 
Into my private meditations ? 
Who am I? ha! | 
Nor. A gracious King, that pardons all offences, 
Malice ne'er meant: our breach of duty, this way, 
Is buſineſs of eſtate; ia which we come 
To know your royal pleaſure, by 
King. Ye are too bold! 
Go to; I'll make you know your times of buſineſs : 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs? ha“! 


Enter Wols EY, and C Auris, the Pope's Legate, 
with a Commiſſion, 


Who's there? my good Lord Cardinal? O, my Wolſey, 
The quiet of my wounded conſcience ! 
Thou art a cure fit for a King. You're welcome, 
Mot learned rev'rend Sir, into our kingdom; 
[To Campeius, 
Uſe us, and it; my good Lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker, 
ol. Sir, you cannot. 
I would your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conf'rence. 
King. We are buſy ; leave us. [To Norf. and Suff. 
Nor. This prieſt has no pride in him? 
Suff. Not to ſpeak of: 
I would not be fo ſick though for his place; 
But this cannot continue, 
Nor, If it do, 
I'll venture one heave at him. 
Suff. J another, [Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
King. Go. | 
Wol. Your Grace has given a precedent of wiſdomt 
Above all Princes, in committing freely, 
Your ſcruple to the voice of Chriſtendom, 
Who can be angry, now? what envy reach you? 


* The pexemptory ſpirit of Henry is here opened in a very 
natural, emphatic, characteriſt ic manner, 

+ This ſcene gives a melancholy, but juſt picture of that ſervile 
Knavery, too often found in ambitious, dignified churchmen. 


The 
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The Spaniard, ty'd by blood and favour to her, 
Muſt now confeſs, if they have any goodneſs, 
The trial juit and noble. All the clerks, 
I mean the learned ones, in Chriſtian kingdoms, 
Have their free voices. Rome, the nurſe of Judgment, 
Invited by your noble ſelf, hath ſent 
One gen'ral tongue unto us, this good man. 
This juſt and learned prieſt, Cardinal Campeius, 
Whom once more I preſent unto your highneſs. 
King. And once more in my arms, 1 bid him wel- 
come, 
And thank the holy conclave for their loves; 
'They*ve ſent me ſuch a man | would have wiſh'd for. 
Camp. Your grace muſt needs deſerve all ſtrangers 
loves, | 
You ate ſo noble: to your highneſs' hand, 
I tender my commiſſion ; by whoſe virtue, 
(The court of Rome commanding) you, my Lord 
Caro inal of York, are join'd with me, their ſervant, 
In the impartial judging of this buſineſs. 
King. Two equal mgg : the queen ſhall be ac- 
quainted, | 
Forzhwith, for what you come. Where's Gardiner ? 
.I know, your Majeſty has always lov'd her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her what 
A woman of leſs place might aſk by law; 
Scholars, allow'd freely to argue for her. 

King. Ay, and the beſt ſhe ſhall have, and my favour, 
To hip that does beſt ; Heav'n forbid, elſe, Cardinal, 
Pr'ythbe call Gardiner to me, my new ſecretary, 

I find him a fit fellow“. 


Euler GARDINER, 


Weil. Give me your hand; much joy and favour to 
you; 
You are the King's, now. 
Gard. But to be commanded 
For ever by your grace, whoſe hand has rais'd me. 
King. Come hither, Gardiner. ¶ Walks and whiſpers. 


There are amazing fine ſtrokes of hypocritical plavfibilitys 
between Henry and che two holy tools of his baſe purpoſes. 


Camp. 
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Camp. My Lord of Vork, was not one Doctor Pace 
In this man's place before him ? 

Wal. Yes, was. 

Camp. Was he not held a learned man ? 

Wol. Yes, ſurely. 

Camp. Believe me, there's an ill opinion ſpread then 
Ev*n of yourſelf, Lord Cardinal. 

Wol. Howl of me! 

Camp. They will not ſtick to ſay you envy'd him ; 
And fearing he would riſe, he was ſo virtuous, 
Kept him a foreign man till “, which ſogriev'd him, 
That he ran mad, and dy'd. 

Mol. Heav'ns peace be with him! 
That's chriſtian care enough: for living murmurers, 
There's places of rebuke. He was a fool, 
For he would needs be virtuousF. That good fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment; 
I will have none ſo near elſe. Learn this, brother, 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner perſons. 

King. Deliver this with modeſty to th' Queen. 

[Exit Gardiner. 

The moſt convenient place that I can think of, 
For ſuch receipt of learning, is Black-Friars : 
'There ye ſhall meet about this weighty buſineſs, 
My Molſey, ſee it furniſh'd. O, my Lord, 
Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 
So ſweet a bedfellow ? but, conſcience, conſcience 
O tis a tender place, and I muſt leave her. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Ax xn BULLEN, and an old Lady. 


Anne, Not for that neicther—here's the pang that 
pinches. 
His Highneſs liv'd ſo long with her, and ſhe 
So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce diſhonour of her; by my life, 
She never knew harm-doing. 


* Kept him a foreign man — That is, kept bim from the ſun» 


ſhine of Court favour. | 
+ Knowing his brother cardinal to be little better than him- 


ſelf, Wolſey here opens, pretty clearly, the ideas of a proud, 
ambitious churchman, 


I ſwear 
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I ſwear ' tis better to be lowly born, 
Than wear a goiden ſorrow, 
Who would, on ſuch conditions, be a queen ? 
Old L. Beſhrew me, I would, and ſo would you, 
For all this ſpice of your hypocriſy. 
Anne. Nay, good troth — 
Old L. You would not be a Queen? 
Anne. No, not for all the riches under heav'n, 
Old. L. A three-pence bow'd would hire me, 
Old as I am, to Queen it. | 
Anne. How do you talk ! 
I ſwear again, I would not be a Queen, 
For all the world. 
Old. L. In faith, for little England, 
You'd venture an emballing* ; I myſelf, 
Would for Carnarvonſhire, though there belong'd 
No more to th? crown but that, Lo, who comes here! 


Enter Lord CHAMBERLAIN, 


Cham. Good-morrow, ladies; what were't worth 
to know 

The ſecret of your conf'rence? 

Anne, Our miſtreſs? ſorrows we were pitying. 
_ Cham. It was a gentle buſineſs, and becoming 
The action of good women: There is hope 
All will be well. 

Anne, Now, I pray heav'n, Amen! 

Cham. You bear a gentle mind, and heav'nly 

bleſſings 

Follow ſuch creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Perceive I ſpeak ſincerely, the King's Majeſty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Dces purpoſe honour to you, no leſs flowing, 
Than Marchioneſs of Pembroke; to which title 
A thouſand pound a year annual ſupport, 
Out of his grace he adds, 

Anne, I do beſeech your Lordſhip, 
 Vouchſafe to ſpeak my thanks and my obedience, 
As from a bluſhing handmaid to his Highneſs ; 


* Emballing. The Ball is one of the enfigns of royalty, from 
whence Shakeſpeare has framed this expreſſion, 


'W hoſe 
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W hoſe health and royalty I pray for. 
Cham. Lady, 
I ſhall not fail t'approve the fair conceit, 
The King hath of you—l1've perus'd her well. 
Beauty and honour in her are ſo mingled, [ Aide. 
That they have caught the King; and who knows yet, 
But from this lady may proceed a gem, 
To lighten all this iſle, Ul! to the King, 
And tay I ſpoke with you, [Exit Chamberlain. 
Anne. My Lord, I am your humble ſervant. 
Od L. The Marchioneſs of Pembroke! 
A thouſand pounds a year, for pure reſpect! 
No other obligation ? By my life 
That promiſes more thouſands : honour's train 
Is longer than his fore-ſkirr, 
Anne. Good lady, 
Make yourſelf mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on't, Would I had no being, 
If this ſalute my blood a jot; it faints me, 
To think what follows. 
The Queen 1s comfortleſs, and we forgetful 
In our long abſence; pray, do not deliver 
What here y'ave heard, to her. 
Old L. What do you think me? [ Extunt 


Diſcovered at the trial, Captain, /ix guards behind the 
throne. King, on the throne, Norfolk and Suffolk or 
each ſide. Lord Chamberlain ana Surry on a ſtep. 
Sands and Lovel on another. Two Lords. Two Car- 
dinals on tauo flools, facing the audience. Cromwell at 
a table, in the middle, a mace on it, Gardiner a 
Canterbury on each fide. Lincola and Ely likewiſe, 
on each fide. Two Jadges. Two Prieft swith filver 
crofjes. Two Civilians. Two Tipftaves. Crier at the 
lover end of the Court. 


ta 


Mol. Whilſt our commiſſion from Rome is read, 
Let ſilence be commanded, 

King, What's the need ? 
It hath already publicly been read, 
And on all ſides th' authority allow'd, 
You may then ſpare that time. 
Mol. Be't ſo; proceed. 

| p C 
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Crom. Say, Henry King of England, come into the 
court, 

Cricr. Henry, King of England, &c. 

King. Here, 

Crom. Say, Katharine, Queen of England, come 
into the court. 

Crier, Katharine, Queen of England, &c, 


Enter QUEEN, goes to the KiNnG, and kneels at his Feet» 
then ſpeaks. 


Sir, I defire you, do me right and juſtice “, 

And to beſtow your pity on me; for 

Jam a moſt poor woman, and a ſtranger, 

Born out of your dominions ; having here 

No judge indiff' rent, and no more aſſurance 
Of equal friendſhip and proceeding. Alas, ſir, 
In what have 1 offended you! what cauſe 

Hath my behaviour giv'n to your diſpleaſure, 
'T hat thus you ſhould proceed to put me off, 
And take your good grace from me? Heav'n witneſs, 
I've been to you a true and humble wife, 

At all times to your will conformable +. 

Sir, call to mind, 

That 1 have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been bleſt 
With many children by you. If in the courſe 
And proceſs of the time you can 1eport, 

And prove it too, againſt mine honcur aught, 


® This is as intereſting, as argumentative, and dutiful an ad- 
dreſs, as could be imagined; it calls fer the true pathos of de- 
clamation, to do it juſtice; we think a line or two thrown in, to 
break its length, would improve it, 
+ Though the ſpeech is certainly rather long for utterance, 
licſe lines well deſerve peruſal. 
Ever in fear to kindle your diſlike, 
Yea, ſubje to your count'nance ; glad or ſorry, 
As I ſaw it inclin'd. When was the hour 
I ever contradited your debre ; 
Or made it not mine too? Which of your friends 
Have I not ſtrove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy ? What friend of mine, 
That had to him deriv'd your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave not notice 
He was from thence diſcharg'd, 


My 
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My bond of wedlock, or my love and duty, 
Againſt your ſacred perſon ; in Heav'n's name 
Turn me away; and let the foul'ſt contempt 
Shut door upon me, and ſo give me up, 

To the ſharpeſt kind of juſtice. Pleaſe you, fir, 
'The King, your father, was reputed for 

A prince moſt prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatch'd wit and judgment, Ferdinand, 
My father, King of Spain, was reckon'd one 

The wiſeit Prince that there had reign'd, by many 
A year before, It is not to be queltion'd, 

That they had gather'd a wiſe council to them, 
Of every realm, that did debate this buſineſs, 
Who deem'd our marriage lawful. Wherefore humbly, 
Sir, I beſzech you, ſpare me, till I may 

Be by my friends in Spain advis'd ; whoſe counſel 
I will implore. If not, i'th' name of Heav'n, 
Your pleaſure be fulflld, 

Mol. You have here, lady, A 
(And of your choice) theſe rev'rend fathers, men 
Of ſingular integrity and learning; 

Yea, the ele& o'th' land, who are aſſembled 

To plead your cauſe. It ſhall therefore be baotleſ;, 
That longer you defer the court, as well 

For your own quiet, as to rectify 

What is unſettled in the King. 

Camp. His grace 
Hath ſpoken well, and juſtly ; therefore, madam, 
It's fit this royal ſeſſion do proceed, 
And that, without delay, their arguments 
Be now produc'd, and heard, 

Queen. Lord Cardinal, 
To you I ſpeak. 

Mol. Your pleaſure, madam, 

Queen, Sir, i 
I am about to weep; but thinking that 
We are a Queen, or long have dream'd ſo, certain 
The daughter of a King, my drops of tears 
I'll turn to ſparks of fire“. 


* Katharine's humility to the King, and reſentment to WI 
fey, are well contraſted, 
C 2 Wal. 
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Vol. Be patient, yet 
Queen, I will, when you are humble; nay, before; 
Or Heaven will puniſh me. I do believe, 
(induc'd by potent circumitances) that 
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge; 
You ſh=I! not be my judge. For it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my Lord and me, 
Which Heav'ns dew quench ! therefore, I ſay again, 
T utterly abhor, yea, from my ſou), 
Refuſe you for my judge; whom yet, once more, 
] hold my molt malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth, 
Val. Madam, you wrong me. 
J have no ſpleen againit you, nor injuſtice, 
For you, or any; how far I've proceeded, 
Or how far further ſhall, is warranted 
By a commiſſion from the conſiſtory, 
Yea, the whole conſiſt'ry of Rome. You charge me, 
That I have blown this coal; I do deny it. 
The King is preſent; if't be known to him 
That I gainſay my deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my falſhood ? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. Therefore in him 
It lies to cure me, and the cure 1s to 
Remove theſe thoughts from you. Vhe which before 
His Highneſs ſhall ſpeak in, I do beſeech 
You, gr-cious madam, to unthink your ſpeaking, 
And hy no more. | 
Aucen. My Lord, my Lord, I am 
A umple woman, much too weak t'oppoſe 
Your cunning. You are meek, and humble-mouth'd; 
You ſign your place and calling, in full ſeeming, 
With meekneſs and humility ; but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogance, with ſpleen and pride. 
That again | 
I do refuſe you for my judge, and here, 
Before you all, appeal unto the Pope, 
To bring my whole cauſe fore his holineſs, 
And to be judg'd by him. 
[She curtftes to the King, and offers to depart. 
Camp. Ihe Queen is obſtinate, | 
Stubborn to juſtice, apt t'accuſe it, and 


Diſdainful 
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Diſdainful to be try'd by't; 'tis not well. 
She's going away. 
King. Call her again. a 
Crier. Katharine, Queen of England, come into the 
court, 
Uſer. Madam, you are call'd back. 
DPucen, What need you note it? Pray you keep your 
way; 
When 3 call'd, return. Now the Lord help, 
They vex me paſt my patience—Pray paſs on; 
I will not tarry; no, nor ever more, 
Upon this buſineſs, my appearance make, 
In any of their courts. [ Exeunt Queen and her attendants. 
King. Go thy ways, Kate— 
That man i'th* world, who ſhall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be truſted, 
For ſpeaking falſe in that. Thou art alone, 
The queen of earthly queens. She's nobly born, 
And like her birth has ſtill demean'd herſelf. 
Mol. Moſt gracious Sir, 
In humbleſt manner I require your Highneſs, 
That it ſhall pleaſe you to declare, in hearing 
Of all theſe ears, (for where I'm robb'd and bound, 
'There mult I be unloos'd) if I 
Did broach this buſineſs to your Highneſs, or 
Laid any ſcruple in your way, which might 
Indu.e you to the queſtion on't? 
King. My Lord Cardinal, 
I do excuſe you; yea, upon mine honour, 
I free you from't: you are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are ſo, but like the village curs, 
Bark when their fellows do, By ſome of theſe, 
'The Queen is put in anger; y'are excus'd : 
But will you be more jultify'd ? you ever 
Have wiſh'd the ſleeping of this buſineſs, 
And oft have hindered 
The paſſages made tow'rds it: on my honour, 
I ſpeak, my good Lord Cardinal, to this point ; 
And thus far clear him, Now what mov'd me to't, 
I will relate: 
My conſcience firſt receiv'd a tenderneſs 
C 3 And 
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And ſcruple, on certain ſpeeches utter'd 
By th' biſhop of Bayon, then French ambaſſador ; 
For no diſlike 1'th' world againſt the perſon 
Of our good queen. 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life, 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 

o wear our mortal ſtate to come, with her, 
{Catharine our queen) before the primeſt creature, 
That's paragon o' th' world. 

Camp. So pleaſe your highneſs, 
The queen being abſent, tis a needful fityefs 
That we adjourn this court to further day; 
Mean while mult be an earneſt motion 
Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends to his holineſs. 

King. Break up the court. 
Theſe cardinals trifle with me: T abhor 
This dilatory floth, and tricks of Rome, 
My learn'd and well- belov'd ſervant, Cranmer, 
Pr'ythee, return: with thy approach, I know, 
Theſe comforts will make haſte, which now are ſlow. 

[ Exeurt. 


I. 


The QUEEN and ber Women, as at Work. 


Queen, TAKE the lute, wench ; my foul grows fad 
with troubles : 
Sing, and diſperſe 'em, if thou can'ſt, 


SONG. Set by Dr. Arne. 


Pat. Lowe's the tyrant of the heart, 
Tull of mijchief,, full of wee z 
All its joys are mix'd with ſmart, 
Thorns beneath his reſes grow 3 
And, ſerpent-like, be flings the breaſt, 
Where he is harbeur'd and careſt dt. 
Enter 


+ Appeals to muſic, for ſoftening the weight ofoppreſſive care, 
are natural, and in this place, the introduction is happily con- 
ccived ; but we think the original ſong, deſcriptive of the power 

| | of 
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Enter Gentleman Tiber. 


Queen. How now ? 

Gent, And't pleaſe. your grace, the two great car- 
dinals wait. in the preſence. 

Queen. Would they ſpeak with me? 

Gent, 'They will'd me ſay ſo, madam, 

Jucen. Pray their graces 
To come near. What can be their buſineſs, 
With me, a poor weak woman, fall'n from favour ? 
I do not like their coming. Now I think on't, 
They ſhould be good men, their affairs are righteous, 


Enter the Cardinals Wols EXT and CamPeivs. 


Wl. Peace to your highaels. 
Queen. What are your pleaſures with me, rev'rend 
lords? 
ol. May't pleaſe you, noble madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamber; we ſhall give you 
'The full cauſe of our coming. 
uten. Speak it here. 
There's nothing I have done, yet, o'my conſcience, 
Deſerves a corner; would all other women 
Could ſpeak this, with as free a ſoul as I do! 
Wol. Regina Sereniſſima. | 
Queen. Good, my Lord, no Latin 
I am not ſuch a truant ſince my coming, 
As not to know the language I have liv'd in, 
Pray ſpeak in Engliſh; here are ſome will thank you, 


of muſic, much beyond this ballad, and therefore give it to our 


readers. 
SONG, 
Orpheus, with his lute, made trees, 
And the mountain-tops that freeze, 
Bow themſelyes, when he did fing; 
To his muſic, plants and flowers 
Ever ſprung, as ſun and ſhowers, 
There had made a laſt ing ſpring, 


Ev'ry thing that heard him play, 
Even the billows of the ſea, 

Hung their heads, and then lay by; 
In ſweet muſic is ſuch art, | 
Killing care or grief of heart, 

Fall aſleep, or hearing die, 
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If you ſpeak truth, for their poor miſtreſs? ſake, 
Believe me ſhe has had much wrong. 

Camp. Moſt honour'd madam, 
My lord of York, out of his noble nature, 
Zeal and obedience, he ſtill bore your grace, 
Offers, as I do, in a ſign of peace, 
His ſervice, and his counſel, — 

Queen. To betray me. 
My lords, I thank you both, for your good wills; 
Ye ſpeak like honeſt men, pray Heav'n ye prove ſo! 
But how to make ye ſuddenly an anſwer, 
In ſuch a point of weight, ſo near mine honour, 
(More near my life, I fear) with my weak wit, 
And to ſuch men of gravity and learning, 
In truth I know not. I was ſet 


Among my maids, full little, Heav'n knows, looking 


Either for ſuch men, or ſuch buſineſs. 
For her ſake that I have been, (for I feel 
The laſt fit of my greatneſs) good your graces, 
Let me have time and counſel for my cauſe : 
Alas, I am a woman, friendleſs, hopeleſs. 
Mol. Madam, you wrong the king's love with thoſe 
fears ; | 
Your hopes and friends are infinite, 
Queen. In England, 
Bur little for my profit ; can you think, lords, 
That any Engliſh man dare give me counſel ? 
No, no, my friends ; 
They, that muſt weigh out my afflictions, 
They, that my truſt muſt grow to, live not here; 
They are, as all my comforts are, far hence, 
In my own country, lords. 
Camp. I would your grace 
Would leave your griefs, and take my counſel. 
Queen. How, fir? 
Camp. Put your main cauſe into the king's pro- 
tection ; 
He's loving and moſt gracious.  *Twill be much 
Both ſor your honour better, and your cauſe; 
For if the trial of the law o'er-take ye, 
You'll part away diſgrac'd, 
Mol. He tells you rightly. 


S 
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Aueen. Ye tell me what ye wiſh for both, my ruin : 
Is this your chriſtian counſel? Out upon ye. 
Heav'n is above all, yet; there ſits a judge, 
That no king can corrupt. Would you have me 
(If you have any juſtice, any pity, 
If ye be any thing, but churchmen's habits) 
Put my fick cauſe into his hands that hates me ? 
Alas, h'as baniſh'd me his bed, already; 
His love too, long ago. 

Wol. Pray, hear me | 

Queen. Would I had never trod this Engliſh earth, 
Or felt the flitteries that grow upon it! 
Ye've angels faces, but Heav'n knows your hearts. 
I am the moſt unhappy woman living. 
Alas, poor wenches, where are now your fortunes ? 

[ To her women. 

Ship-wreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity, 
No friends, no hope! no kindred weep for me! 
- Almoſt no grave allow'd me! like the lily, 
That once was miſtreſs of the field, and flouriſh'd, 
I'll hang my head, and periſh, 

Mol. If your grace 
Could but be brought to know our ends are honeſt, 
You'd feel more comfort, Why ſhould we, good lady, 
Upon what cauſe, wrong you ? 
We are to cure ſuch ſorrows, not to ſow. em. 
I know you have a gentle, noble temper, 
A ſoul as ev'n as a calm; pray think us 
Thoſe we profeſs, peace-makers, friends and ſervants, 

Queen. Do what you will, my lords; and pray for- 

ive me, 
If I have us'd myſelf unmannerly. 
You know I am a woman lacking wit 
To make a ſeemly anſwer to ſuch perſons, 
Pray do my ſervice to his majeſty ; . 
He has my heart yet; andſhall have my prayers, 
While I ſhall have my life, Come, rev'rend fathers, 
Beſtow your counſels on me. She now begs, 
That little thought, when firſt ſhe touch'd this iſle, 
She ſhould have bought her dignities ſo dear. [ Excunt. 


Euter 
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Enter Duke of Nox rork, Duke of SUFFOLK, Lord 
SURRY, and Lord CHAMBERLAIN. 


Norf. If you will now unite in your complaints, 
And force them with a conſtancy, the cardinal 
Cannot ſtand under them. 

Sur. J am joyful 

To meet the leaſt occaſion that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke, 
To be reveng'd on him. 

Sf. Which of the peers 
Have, uncontemn'd, gone by him, or at leaſt 
Strangely neglected? When did he regard 
The ſtamp of nobleneſs, in any perſon, 

Out of bimſelf? 

Chamb. My lords, if you cannot 
Bar his acceſs to th* king, never attempt 
Any thing on him; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king, in's tongue. 

Norf. O, fear him not, 

His ſpell in that, is out; the king hath found. 
Matter againſt him, that for ever mars 

The honey of his language. 

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 

Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, 

As I would wiſh mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 
His practices to light? 

Suf. Moſt ſtrangely. 

Sur. How ? | 

Sf. The cardinal's letter to the Pope miſcarried;. 
And came to th' eye o' th* king; wherein, was read, 
How that the cardinal did intreat his holineſs, 

To ſtay the judgment o? th* divorce; for if 
It did take place, I do, quoth he, perceive, 
My king is tangled in affection, to 

A creature of the queen's, lady Anne Bullen. 
Sur. Has the king this? 

Suf. Believe it. 

Sur. Will this work ? | 

Chamb. The king in this perceives him how he 

coaſts, 
And 
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And hedges his own way. But in this point, 
All his tricks founder; and he brings his phyfic 
After his patient's death. The king, already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur. But will the king 
Digeſt this letter of the cardinal's ? 

Suf, No, no: Cardinal Campeius 
Is ſtol'n away to Rome, has ta'en no leave, 
Hath left the cauſe of th* king unhandled; and 
Is poſted as the agent of our cardinal, 
To ſecond all his plot, I do aſſure you, 
The king cry'd, ha! at this, 

Norf. But, my lord, 
When returns Cranmer ? 

Sufe He is return'd, with his opinions, which 
Have ſatisfy'd the king, for his divorce. 
Soon, I believe, 
His ſecond marriage ſhall be publiſh'd, and 
Anne's coronation. Catharine, no more 
Shall be call'd queen, but, princeſs dowager, 
And widow to prince Arthur“. 


Enter WoLsEY, and CROMWELL, 


The cardinal, | 
Norf. Obſerve, obſerve, he's moody. 
Mol. The packet, Cromwell, | 
Gave it you the king ? 
Crem. To his own hand, in's bed-chamber. 
Mol. Look'd he o' th* inſide of the paper? 
Crom. Preſently 
He did unſeal them, ard the firſt he view'd 
He did it with a ſerious mind : a heed 
Was in his countenance. You he bade 
Attend him here, this morning. 
Wel. Is he ready to come abroad? 
Crom. I think, by this, he is. : 
Wil. Leave me, a while. [Exit Cromwell. 
It ſhall be to the Ducheſs of Alenſon, [ A/ede. 
The French king's ſiſter ; he ſhall marry her. 


* The anxious combination and joy of envious courtiers, at 
the approaching fall of an oy ergrown fayourite, is well deſcribed, 
Anne 


wa 
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Anne Bullen“ —No, I'll no Anne Bullens for him 
There's more in't than fair viſage—— Bullen / 
No, we'll no Bullens /———Speedily, I wiſh 
To hear from Rome—The Marchioneſs of Pembroke! 
Norf. He's diſcontented. 
Suf. May be he hears the king 
Does whet his anger to him. 
Sur. Sharp enough, 
Lord, for thy juſtice! 
Wol. [ Alide ] The late queen's gentlewoman ! a 
knight's daughter! 
To be her miſtreſs's miſtreſs! The queen's queen !— 
This candle“ burns not clear, *tis I muſt ſnuff it, 
Then out it goes— What, though I know her virtuous, 
And well deſerving? yet I know her for 
A ſpleeny Lutheran, and not wholeſome to 
Our cauſe That ſhe ſhould lie i“ th? boſom of 
Our hard-ruPd king !-—-Again, there is ſprung up 
An heretick, an arch one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the king, 
And is his oracle. 
Nerf. He's vex'd at ſomething. 


Enter R1XG, reading of a Schedule, 


Sur. I would *twere ſomething that would fret the 
ſtring, 

The maſter- cord of's heart! 

S. The king! 

King. What piles of wealth hath he accumulated, 
To his own portion! What expence by th” hour, 
Seems to flow from him! How, i' th* name of thrift, 
Does he rake this together ? Now, my lurds, 

Saw ye the cardinal ? 

Nerf. My lord, we have 
Stood here, obſerving him. Some ſtrange commotion 
Is in his brain : 

In moſt ſtrange poſtures, 
We've ſeen him fet himſelf, 

King. It may well be 
There is a mutiny in's mind. 

If we did think 


* Wolſey's perplexity is extremely well deſcribed. 
His 
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His contemplations were above the earth, 
And fix'd on ſpiritual objects, he ſhould ſtill 
Dwell in his muſings; but J am afraid 
His thinkings are below the moon, [ Lovel goes to Wol. 
Vol. Heav'n forgive me, and 
Ever bleſs your highneſs—* 
King, Good, my lord, 
Vou' re full of heav'nly ſtuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your beſt graces, in your mind, the which 
You were now, running o'er. ' You have ſcarce time 
To ſteal from ſpiritual leiſare, a brief ſpan, 
To keep your earthly audit : ſure, in that, 
I deem you an ill huſband, and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 
Vol. Sir, 
For holy offices IL have a time; 
A time to think upon the part of buſineſs 
I bear i' th'ftate ; and nature does require 
Her times of preſervation, which pertorce, 
I, her froil ſon, amongſt my brethren mortal, 
Mutt giye my tendance to. | 
King. You have ſaid well; | 
WY And ever may your highneſs yoke together, 
As I will lend you cauſe, my doing well 
With my well ſaying. 
King. 'Tis well ſaid, again, 
And 'tis a kind of good deed to ſay well; 
And yet words are no deeds, My father lov'd you; 
He ſaid he did, and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 
I've kept you next my heart; ſtill 
Imploy'd you, where high profits might come home. 


Mol. What ſhould this mean? Aſede. 
Sur, It begins well. Lide. 


King. Have I not made you 4 
The prime man of the ſtate? I pray you, tell me, 
If. what I now pronounce, you have found true: 
And if you may confeſs it, ſay withal, . 
If you are bound to us, or no? What ſay you? 
This ſcene, between the king and Wolſey, is moſt character- 


iſtically ſupported ; the diſſembled reſentment of the former, 
and the hypocritical wann, the other, are bighly * 


Ot» 
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Vol. My ſovereign, I confeſs your royal graces, 
Show'r'd on me daily, have been more than could 
My ſtudied purpoſes require. And I profeſs, 
'T hat for your highneſs' good, I ever labour'd, 
Mote than my own. | 
Though all the world ſhould crack their duty to you; 
'T hough perils in the tate | 
Abound, as thick as thought could make em, and 
Appear in form more horrid ; yet, my duty, 
As doth a rock againſt the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And ſtand unſhaken youre, 
King. Tis nobly ſpoken ; 
Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breaſt, 
For you have ſeen him open't. Read o'er this, 
[Giving him papers. 
And after, this; and then to break faſt, with 
What appetite you may. 
[Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolſey, the Nebles 
throng after him, <uhiſpering and ſmiling. 
Mol. What ſhould this mean? 
He parted, frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes. So looks the chated lion 
Upon the dating huntſman, that has gall'd him, 
7] hen makes him nothing. I muſt read this paper: 
I fear, the ſlory of his anger—— tis ſo— 
This paper has undone me—'ris the account 
Of all that world of wealth I've. drawn together, 
For mine own ends, indeed, to gain the popedom, 
And fee my friends in Rome. O, negligence! 
Fit for a fool to fall by. What croſs devil 
Made me put this main ſecret in the packet 
1 ſent the king? Is there no way to cure this? 
No new device, to beat this from his brains? 
1 know 'twill ſtir him ſtrongly; yet I know 
A way, if it take right, in ſpight of fortune, 
Will bring me off again. What's this—To the Pope ? 
he letter, as I live, with all the buſineſs 
] writ to his holineſs. Nay then, farewell: | 
Ine touch'd the higheſt point of all my greatneſs, 
And from that full meridian of my glory, 
I }:Ke now to my ſetting, © I ſhall fall 


Like 
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Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
And no man ſee me more. 


Enter to Wols EY, the Dukes of Nox rolx and Sur- 
FOLK, the Earl of Sukav, and the Lord CUAu- 
BERLAIN. | 
Nerf. Hear the king's pleaſure, cardinal, who com- 

mands you 

To render up the great ſeal, preſently, 

Into our hands, and to confine yourſelf 

To Aſher-houſe, my lord of Wincheſter's, 

Till you hear further from his highneſs. 

ol. Stay! 

Where's your commiſſion, lords? Words cannot carry 

Authority ſo mighty. ö 
Suf. Who dare croſs 'em, 

Bearing the king's will from his mouth, expreſly ? 
Jol. Till I ini more than will, or words to do it, 

I mean, your malice, know, officious lords, 

dare, and muit deny it. That ſeal, 

You afk with ſuch a violence, the king 

(Mine, and your maſter) with his own hand gave me; 

Bade me enjoy it, with the place and honours, 

During my life: and to confirm his goodneſs, 

Ty'd it by letters patent. Now, who'll take it? 
Sur. The king, that gave it. 

Wol. It muſt be himfelf, then. 

Sur. Thou art a proud traitor, prieſt, 

Jol. Proud lord, thou lieſt. | 
Within theſe forty hours Surry durſt better 
Have burnt that tongue, than ſaid ſo. 

Sar. Thy ambition, 

Thou ſcarlet fin, robb'd this bewailing land 

Of noble Buckingham, my father-in-law. 

The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 

With thee, and all thy belt parts bound together, 

Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy, 

You ſeat me deputy for Ireland, | 

Far from his ſuccour ; from the king, from all 

That might have mercy on the fault thou gav'it him: 

Whilſt your great goodneſs, out of holy pity, - _. 

Abſolv'd him with an axe. . 
Welt. This, and all elſe, 8 


D 2 | This 
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This talking lord can lay upon” my credit; 
1 anſwer, is moſt falſe, The duke; by law, 
Found his deſerts. 
If I lov'd many words, lord, I ſhould tell you, 
You have as little honeſty as honour ; 
That I,  th* way of loyalty and- truth, 
Toward the king, my ever royal maſter, 
Dare mate a ſounder man than Szrry can be, 
And all that love his follies, 
Sur. Your long coat, prieſt, protects you. My lords, 
Can ye endure to hear this arrogance? 
And from this fellow? If we live thus tamely, 
To be thus jaded, by a piece of ſcarlet, 
Farewel nobility. Let his grace go forward, 
And dare with us his cap, like larks. 
Wol. All goodneſs 
Is poiſon to thy ſtomach; 
Sur. Ves, that goodneſs 
Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one, 
Into your own hands, card'nal, by extortion. 
The pocdneſs of your intercepted packets 
You writ to th' Pope, againſt the King; your goodneſs, 
Since you provoke me, ſhall be moſt notorious, 
My Lord of Norfelk, 
Produce the grand ſum of his ſins, the articles 
Sallected from his life. 7/1 fartle you, 
11",x/e than the ſacring bell, awhen the brown wwench 
4% kiſſing in your arms, Lord Cardinal. ; 
Jil. How much, methinks, I could deſpiſe this man, 
But that I'm bound in charity againſt it! ; 
Nerf. Thoſe articles, my Lord, are in the King's 
hand: 
But thus much, they are ſoul ones. 
Mol. So much fairer ; 
And ſpotleſs ſhall mine-innocence ariſe, 
When the King knows the truth. 
Sur. This cannot ſave you; 
I thank my memory, yet I remember 
Some of theſe articles, and out they ſhall, _ 
Now, if you can, bluſh, and cry guilty, Cardinal, 


V ® Sacring, means the bell rung when the hoſt is carried in pro- 
ceſſion, to give notice of its approach, You'll 
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You'll ſhew a little honeſty, 

Mol. I dare your worſt objections: if I bluſh, 
It is to ſee a nobleman want manners. 

Sur. I'd rather want thoſe, than my head. Have at 

ou. 
Firſt, has without the King's aſſent or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a legate; by which power, 
You maim'd the juriſdiction of all biſhops. 

Norf. Then, that in all, you writ to Rome, or elſe 
To foreign Princes, Ego & Rex meus) 

Was ſtill inſcrib'd, in which you brought the King 
To be your ſervant. - 

Sf. That out of mere ambition, you have caus'd 
Your holy hat be ſtampt on the King's coin. 

Sur. Then, that you've ſentinnumerable ſubſtance, 
(By which means got, [ leave to your own conſcience) 
'To furniſh Rome, and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities. Many more there are, 
Which, fince they are of you, and odious, 

I will not taint my mouth with. 
Cham, O, my Lord, 
Preſs not a falling man too far; 
His faults lie open to the laws; let them, 
Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to ſee him 
So little of his great ſelf. 

Sur. I forgive him, 

Nerf. And fo we'll leave you to your meditations, 
How to live better. For your itubborn anſwer, 
About the giving back the Great Seal to us, 

The King ſhall knowit, and, no doubt, ſhall thank 
you : 
So fare you well, my little good Lord Cardinal, 
[ Excant all but Wolſey. 

ol. Farewel, a long farewel, to all my greatneſs! 
This is the ſtate of man. To day, he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes, to-morrow, bloſſoms, 
And bears his bluſhing honours thick upon him : 
The third day, comes a froſt, a killing froſt, 

And when he thinks, good eaſy man, full ſurely 
His greatneſs js a ripening, nips his root, 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventur'd, 
Like little wanton boys that ſwim on bladders, 
D 3 Theſe 
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Theſe many ſummers, in a ſea of glory: 
But far beyond my depth. My high- blown pride 
At length broke under me, — now has left me, 
Weary, and old with ſervice, to the mercy 
Of a rude ſtream, that muſt for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of the world! i hate ye. 
I feel my heart now open'd. Oh, how wretched- 
Is that poor man that hangs on Princes fayours® ! 
Enter CROMWELL, 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? 

Crom. I have no power to ſpeak, Sir. 

Nel. What, amaz d 
At my misfortunes! Can thy ſpirit wonder 
A great man ſhould decline ? Nay, if you weep, 
I'm fall'n, indeed. . 

Crom. How does your grace? 

Wal. Why, well: 
Never ſo truly happy, my good Cromwell. 
I know myſelf now, and I feel within me, 
A peace above all earthly dignities; 
A till, and quiet conſcience +. | 

ow. > m glad your grace has made that right uſe 

of it. 

Wl. I hope I have. I'm able now, methinks, 
Out of a fortitude of ſoul ] feel, 
'T*endure more miſeries, and greater far 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? 


If Sbakeſpeare had never written a line more, than this ad - 
mirable ſoliloquy, and the excellent ſcene which follows, they 
were ſufficient to lamp him an eminent author. Never was there 
a finer, or more philoſophical picture of fallen ambition, brought 
to reflexion. This ſpeech requires an excellent orator to do it 
juſtice z yet, is ſo exquiſite in itſelf, that a tolerable one may 
gain applaufe from it. ; ; 

+ Theſe fix lines are uſually omitted in performance but we 
chuſe to preſent them among the notes. | | 

The King has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his grace; and from theſe ſhoulders, 
Theſe ruin'd pillars, out of pity taken 
A load would fink 2 navy; too much honour, 
O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell, 'tis a burden, 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for Heay'n, 


Crom, 


* 
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Crom. The heavieſt, and = worſt 
Is your diſpleaſure with the King. 

iv. Heav'n bleſs him; 12 

Crom. The next is, that Sir Thomas More is choſen 
Lord Chancellor, in your place. 

Vol. That's ſomewhat ſudden —— 
But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highaeſs' favour, and do juſtice, 
For truth's ſake, and his conſcience “. 
What more ? 

Crom. That Cranmer is return'd with welcome; 
Inſtall'd Lord 1 Canterbury. 

Vol. That's news, indeed ! 

Crom. Laſt, that the lady Anne, 
Whom the King hath, in ſecrecy, long married, 
This day was view'd in open, as his Queen, 
Going to chapel, and the voice is now, 
Only about her coronation. 

Wol. There was the weight that pull'd me down, 

O Cromwell! _ 

The King has gone beyond me: all my glories 
In that one woman I have loſt, for ever +: 
Get thee from me, Crom2//, Seek the King; 
I am a poor fall'n man, unworthy now 
To be thy lord and maſter. 

Crom. O, my Lotd, | 
Muſt I then leave you? Muſt I needs forego 
So good, ſo noble, and fo true a miſter ? 
Bear witneſs, all that have not hearts of iron, 
With what a forrow Cromwell leaves his Lord. 
The King ſhall have my ſervice; but my prayers, 
For ever and for ever, ſhall be yours. 

Mol. Cromwell, I did not think to ſhed a tear, 
In all my miſeries; but thou hiſt forc'd me, 


* Theſe lines alſo, well deſerve to be retained, 
| That Ais bones, 
When he has run his courſe, and fleeps in bleſſings, 
May have a tomb of orphans? tears wept on him. 
+ We cannot think how the omiſſion of theſe lines could cver 
be ſuggeſted, | | 
No ſun ſhall ever uſher forth my honours, 
Or gild again the noble troops that waited 
U pon my ſmiley, 
Out 


— on 


ef 


44 KING HENRY VIII. 4 I. 


Out of thy honelt truth, to play the woman, 

Let's dry oureyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell ; 
And when I am forgotten, as I * be, 

Say, I taught thee ; 

Say, Wolſey, that once trod the e of glory, 

Taught thee this. 

Mark but my fall, and that which ruin'd me“; 

Cromwell, 1 charge thee, fling away ambition, 

By that fin fell the angels. How can man, then, 

(The poor weak image of his Maker) hope to win by it? 

Love thyſelf laſt, cheriſh thoſe hearts that hate thee: 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To filence envious tongues. Be juſt, and fear not. 

Let all the ends thou aim'ſt at, be thy country's good, 

Then if thou fall'ſt, Cromwell, thou fall'ſt a bleſſed 

martyr. 

Now pr'ythee lead me in— 

There, take an inventory of all I hare; 

To the laſt penny, 'tis the King's. My robe, 

And my integrity to Heav'n, is all 

I dare now call mine own. O, Cromwell, Cromtutll © 

Had I but ſerv'd my God, with half the zeal, 

] ſerv'd my King, he would not, in mine age, 

Have left me naked o mine enemies f. 


6 — —_ —_ PF 4 


* — * . 


1 


CaTHarINe Dowager diſcever'd ſick, attended by 
CROMWELL, aud PATIENCE, her woman. 


CROMWELL f}, 


HOW does your Grace? 
Cath. O, Cromwell, ſick to death: 


* All the lines, from this, to the end of Wolſey's ſpeech, mar- 
ticularly the three laſt, which ſhould be engraved on every ſtateſ- 
man's heart, are exquiitely pathetic, and intereſting, 

+The'Third Act is pregnant with bufineſs, and Wolſey calls for 
a very tull, graceful, teeling, and powerful declaimer, The at- 
tachment of Cromwell to his patron, notwithſtanding his reverſe 
of fort ine and tituation, is moſt pleaſingly aſſecting. 

1 The per ſon originally introduced by Shakeſpeare, with Ca- 
tharine, is named Griffith ; but blending the part with Crom- 
well's, makes the latter more reſpectable. 


My. 
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My legs, like loaded branches, bow to th' earth, 
Willing to leave their burden. (Sitting down« 
Didit thou not tell me, Cromwell, as thou led'ſt me, 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal //ey,. 
Was dead? 

Crom. Yes, madam ; but I think your grace, 
Out of the pain you ſuffer'd, gave no ear to't. 

Cath. Pr'ythee, good Cromwell, teil me how he died. 
If well, he ſtept before me, happily, ; 
For my example. 

Crom. Well, the voice goes, madam; 

For after the ſtout Earl of Northumberland 
Arreſted him at Vork, and brought him forward, 
(As a man ſorely tainted) to his anſwer, 

He fell ſick ſuddenly, and grew ſo ill, 

He could not ſit his mule. 

Cath, Alas, poor man! 

Crom. At laſt, with eaſy roads, he came to Leiceſter, 
Lodg'd in the abbey; where the rev'rend abbot, 
With all his convent; honourably receiv'd him; 

To whom he gave theſe words. O, father abbot, 
An old man broken with the ſtorms of tate, 

Is come to lay his weary bones among ye; 

Give him a little earth, for charity! 

So went to bed, where eagerly his ſickneſs 
Purſa'd him ſtill; and three nights after this, 
About the hour of eight, (hic he bimfelf 
Foretold ſhould be his laſt) full of repentance, 
Continual meditations; tears, and ſorrows, 

He gave his honours to the world again, 

His bleſſed part to Heav'n, andi ſlept in peace 

Cath; So may he reſt, his faults lie bury'd with him! 
Yet thus far, Cromwell, give me leave to ſpeak him, 
And yet wich charity; he was a man a 
Of an unbounded ſtomach, ever ranking 
Himſelf with Princes. | 
His promiſes were, as he then was, mighty; 

But his performance, as he now is, nothing. 
Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy ill example. 

* This deſcription of Wolfey's fate, is fimply beaudful. 8 

en 
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Men's evil manners live in braſs, their virtues + 
We write in water. May it pleaſe your highneſo, 
'To hear me ſpeak his good, now ? 
Cath. Ves, good Cromwell, 
I were malicious elſe. 
Crem. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble ſtock, undoubtedly 
Was faſhion'd to much honour, From his cradle 
He was a ſcholar, and a ripe and good one; 
Exceeding wile, fair ſpoken, and perſuading ; 
Lofty and ſour to them that lov'd him not, 
But to thoſe men that ſought him, ſweet as ſummer, 
And though he were unſatisfy'd in getting, 
(Which was a ſin) yet, in beitowing, madam, 
He was moſt princely, Ever witneſs for him 
Thoſe twins of learning that he rais'd in you, 
Ipſwich and Oxford ! one of which fell with him, 
Unwilling to outlive the good he did it. 
His overthrow heap'd happineſs upon him; 
For then, and not till then, he felt himſelf, 
And found the bleſſedneſs of being little: 
Ard to add greater honours to his age, 
Than man could give him, he died, fearing Heav'n. 
Cath. After my death, | wiſh no other herald, 
No other ſpeaker of my living actions, 
Jo keep mine honour from corruption, 
But ſuch an honeſt chronicler as Cromwell, 
Whom I moſt hated living, thou haſt made me, 
With thy religious truth and modeſty, 
Now in his aſhes, honour d. Peace be with him! 
Patience, be near me ſtill. 
I have not long to trouble thee, Good Cromwell, 
Cauſe the muſicians play me that ſad note, 
I nam'd my knell; while I fit meditating 
On that celeſtial harmony I go to. | 
| | [ Sad and ſolemn Mufic. 
Cath. Spirits of pcace, where are ye? aie ye gone? 
And leave me here in wretchedneſs.behind ye? 


I There is ſomething poetically juſt, in this briefremark, - 
C Cromwell's panegrric on the Cardinal, is modeſt, friendly, 

and  pleafing ; the reſult of it, Catharine's forgiveneſs and ap- 

plauſe to her greatcit enemy, is very amiable... 


Crom. 


4217, KING HENRY VIII. 47 


Crom. Madam, we're here, 
Cath, It is not you | call for— 
Saw ye none enter, ſince I ſlept? 
Crom. None, madam, _ 
Cath. No? ſaw you not ev'n now a bleſſed troop 
Invite me to a banquet, whoſe bright faces 
Caſt thouſand beams upon me, like the ſun ? 
They promis'd me eternal happineſs, 
And brought me garlands, Cromwell, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear. 
Crom. T am moſt joyful, madam, ſuch good dreams 
Poſſeſs your fancy. . 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Me/. And't like your grace 
Cath, You are a ſaucy fellow; 
Deſerve we no more rev'rence? . 
Crom. Your'e to blame, 
Knowing ſhe will not loſe her wonted greatneſs, 
To uſe 15 rude behaviour. Go to, kneel. | 
Me. I humbly do intreat your highneſs* pardon: 
My haſte made me unmannerly, There is ſtaying 
A gentleman ſent from the King to fee you. 
Cath. Admit him entrance, Cromwel/, but this fellow 
Let me neter fee again. [Exit Meſſenger, 
Enter Lord Capucivs. | 
If my ſight fail not, | 
You ſhould be lord ambaſſador from the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius. 
Cap. Madam, the ſame, your ſ-ryant ever. 
Cath, O, my lord, 
The times and titles now are alter'd ſtrangely 
With me, fince firſt you knew me. But, I pray you, 
What is your pleaſure with me? 
Cap. Noble lady, | | 
Firſt, mine own ſervice to your grace, the next 
The king's requeſt that I would viſit you, 
Who grieves much for your weakneſs, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations, 
And heartily intreats you take good comfort. | 
en O, my good lord, that comfort comes too 
ate 1 1 1 : 1 
*Tis like a pardon after execution; 
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That gentle phyſic, givin in time, had cur'd me; 
But now I'm paſt all comforts here, but pray'rs. 
How does his highneſs? | 

Cap. Madam, in gocd health. 

Cath So may he ever be, and ever flouriſh, 
When I ſhall dwell withworms,:;and: my poor vame 
Baniſh'd the kingdom. Patience, is that letter 
I caus'd you write, yet ſent away? 

Pat. No, madam. 

Cath. Sir, I moſt humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. Moſt willingly, madam, 

Cath, In which: have. commended to his goodneſs, 
The model of our chaſte loves, his young daughter. 
(The deus of heav'n fall thick in bleſſings on her!) 
Beſeeching him to give her virtuous breeding, 

And a little | 

To love her, for hermotber*s'ſake that lov'd him, 
Heav'n knows:how dearly !. my next peor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have ſome pity, 
Upon my. wretched, women, that ſo long 

Have follow'd both my. fortunes faithfully ; 

The laſt is for my men; they are the pooreſt, 

But poverty could never draw 'em from me; 
Theſe are the whale: contents. And, good my lord, 
By that you love the desreſt in this world, 

As you wiſh chriſtian peace to ſouls departed, 
Stand theſe poor. people's friend, and urge the king 
To do me this lait right. 

Cap. By heav'n, I will, 

Cath, I thank you, honeſt lord. Remember me, 
In all humility to. his highneſs ; 

And tell him his long trouble.now is paſſing 

Out of this world, Tell him, in death I bleſt him, 

For ſo Iwill mine eyes grow dim. Farewel, 

My lord —Crawell, farewel-nay, Patience, 

You muſt not leave me, yet. I muſt to bed 

When J am dead let me be us'd with honour, 

Sticw mee ober . 

With maiden flowers, that-all the-world may. know 

I was a chaſte wife to my grave. | | 

Ard though unqueen'd, inter me like a queen, 

And pay reſpect to that which I have been. [ Exeunt. 
1 
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A: 5: Ke 
KINO and SUFFOLK diſcover'd at play“. 


King. CHARLES, I will play no more, to-night, 
My mind's not on't, you are too hard for me. 

Suff. Sir, I did never win of you, before, 

King, But little, Charles, 
Nor ſhall not, when my fancy's on my play. 

Enter LoveL. 
Now, Lovel, from the queen what is the news! 
| Lov. I could not perſonally deliver to her 

What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I ſent your meſſage, who return'd her thanks, 
In greateſt humbleneſs, and begg'd your highneſs, 
Moit heartily to pray for her, 

King. What ſay'it thou! ha! 
To pray for! what? 1s ſhe crying out ? 

Lov. So ſaid her woman. 

King. Alas, good lady! 

Saff. Heav'n ſafely quit her of her burden, 
To the gladding of 
Your highneſs with an heir! 

King, Tis midnight, Charles : 
Pr'ythee to bed, and in thy pray'rs remember 
Th' eſtate of my poor queen. Leave me alone, 
For I mult think of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Su. I wiſh your highneſs 
A quiet night, and my good miſtreſs will 
Remember in :oy pray'rs. 

King. Charles, a good night: [Exit Suffolk, 
Well, fir, what follows ? | | 
Enter Sir ANTHONY, DENNY. 

Denny. Sir, I have brought my lord the archbiſhop, 
As you commanded me, 

King. Ha! Canterbury ! —— 

Denny. Yea, my good lord, 


What, in the original, Biſhop Gardiner and Lovel ſay at the 
beginning of the Fifth Act, is properly left out, to make way for 
the King and Suffolk, 


E King 
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King. Jis true where is he, Denny? 
Denny. He attends your highneſs' pleaſure, 
King. Bring him to us, [Exit Denny. 
FEA RANA and DEN NY. 
ing. Avoid the gallery. Lovel /eemeth to Hay. 
Ha Hi have a — i f: 4 
[ Exeunt Lovel and Denny, 
Cran. Jam fearſu! : wherefore frowns he thus? 
Tis his aſpect of terror. All's not well. 
King. How now, my lord! you do defire to know 
Wherefore I ſent for you, 
Cran, It is my duty 
T'attend your highneſs' pleaſure, 
King. Pray you riſe, 
My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 
Come, you and | mult walk a turn together : 
I've news to tell you, Come, give me your hand. 
Ab, my good lord, I prieve at what | ſpeak, 
And am right ſorry to repeat what follows. 
] have, and moſt unwillingly, cf late, 
FHe:rd many gnevous, | du ſiy, my lord, 
Grievous complaints, of you; which being conſider'd, 
Jave mov'd us, and our council, that you ſhall 
This morning come before us; you muſt take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented, 
Jill further trial, ſus, 
To make your houſe our Tower; you, a brother“ of 
I: fits we thus proceed, or elſe no witneſs 
Would come againſt you. | 
Cran. J humbly thank your highneſe, 
And am right glad to catch this good occaſion, 
Moſt thoroughly to be winnow'd, where my chaff 
And corn ſhall fly aſunder, 
King. Stand up, good Canterbury ; 
Thy trath and thy integrity is rooted . 
in vs, thy friend. Give me thy hand; fland up, 
+r'ythee let's walk. Now, by my holy dame, 
| [Cranmer ie. 
Wat manner of man are you? my lord, I look'd 
vou would have given me your petition, that 
* A brother, as being a member of the privy-council, who is 
(led in the writ, Brother and Counſellor, 
I ſhould 
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I ſhould have ta'en ſome pains to bring together, 
Yourſelf and your accuſers, and have heard you, 
Without confinement, farther, 

Cran. Moſt dread liege, 
The good I ſtand on, is my truth and honeſty ; 
If they ſhall fall, I with mine enemies 
Will triumph o'er my perſon: Heav'n and your majeſ- 
Protect mine innocence, or 1 fall into [ty 
The trap is laid for me. 

Ling. Be of good cheer; 
They thall no more prevail, than we give way to: 
Keep comfort to you, and this morning ſee 
You do appear before them. If they chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you; 
The belt perſuaſions to the contrary, 
Fail not to uſe, If intreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us, 
There make before them. Look, the good man 
He's honelt, on mine honour, [ weeps !* 
I ſwear he is true-hearted, and a ſoul 
None better in my kingdom. Get you gone, 


And do as I have bid you. [Exit Cranmer. 
He'as ſtrangled all his language in his tears. 
Enter an old Lady. 


Level. [ Within. ] Come back; what mean you? 
Lady. I'll not come back; the tidings that I being, 
Will make my boldneſs manners. Now, good angess 
Fly o'er thy royal head. 
King. Now, by thy looks 
I gueis thy meſſage. ls the queen deliver'd ? 
Say, ay; and of a boy. 
Lady. Ay, ay, my liege ; 
And of a lovely boy; Angels of Heav'n, 
Boch now and ever bleſs her !—tis a girl, 
Promiſes boys, hereaſter, Sir, your queen 
Defres your viſitation, and to be 
Acquainted with this ſtranger: 'tis as like you, 
As cherry 1s to Cherry, 
King. Lovel— 
The filent gratitude of Cranmer is delicately imagined, and 
g923 more to the aeart than words could pollibly do, 


E 2 - Enter 
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a Enter LovBL. 
Lev. Sir. 0 
King. Give her an hundred marks; I'll to the queen. 
[ Exit King. 
Lady. An hundred marks! by this light, I'll ha' 
more, 
An ordinary groom is for ſuch a payment. 
I will have more, or ſcold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the girl was like him ? I'll 
Have more, or elſe unſay't : now, while *tis hot, 
I'll put it to the iſſue, | [ Exit Lady. 
Enter CRANMER, 
Cray. L hope l'm not too late, and yet the gentleman, 
That was ſent to me from the council, pray'd me 
To make great haſte. All faſt ? what means this ? hoa? 
Who waits there? ſure you know me? 
Enter KEEPER, 
Keep. Yes, my lord; 
But yet I cannot help you. 
Cran, Why? 
Keep. Your grace muſt wait, *Gill you be call'd for, 
1 Erter Docrox BuTTs, 
Cran. So. 
lte. This is a piece of malice: I am glad 
| ::me this way ſo happily, The king 
Shall underftand it, preſently, [Exit Butts, 
Cran, Tis Butts, 
The king's phyſician; as he paſt along, 
How earneſtly ne cait his eyes upon me! : 
Pray Heav'n, he found not my difgrace ! for certain, 
This is of purpoſe laid by ſome that hate me; 
They would ſhame to make me 
Wait elſe at door: a fellow-counſellor, . 
»Mong boys and grooms and lackeys ! but their plea- 
ſures | 
Muſt be fulfill'd, and I attend with patience. 
Enter the K1NG aud BUTTS, at a window above. 
Butts, I'll ſhew your grace the ſtrangeſt fight— 
King. What's that, Butts ? ; 
Butts, I think your highneſs ſaw, this many a day. 
King. Body of me; where is it? 
Buits, There, my Lord: 


The 
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The high promotion of his grace of Canterbury, 
Who holds his ſtate at door mongſt purſuivants, 
Pages, and foot- boys! 
Kine. Ha! 'tis he, indeed, 
Is this the honour they do one another? 
Tis well there's one above 'em yet. 
By holy Mary, Butts, there's knavery ; 
Let 'em alone, 
We ſhall hear more, anon,— + [ Exeunt, 
A Council T able diſcovered, with Chairs and Stools ; 
Lord Chancellor, at the upper end of the Table, on the left 
Hand; a Seat being left wid above him, as for the 
Archbiſhop of Canterbury ; Duke of Suffolk, Duke of 
Norfolk, Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, and Gardiner, 
feat themſelves in order on each ide. Cromwell, at 
the lower end, as Secretary, 
Chan, Speak to the buſineſs, Mr. Secretary: 
Why are we met in council ? 
Crom. Pleaſe your honours, 
The cauſe concerns his Grace of Caxberbury. 
Gard. Has he knowledge of it? 
Crom. Les. 
Nor. Who waits there? 
Keep. Without, my noble lords? 
Gard. Yes, 
Keep. My lord arch-biſhop ; . 
And has done, half an hour, to know your pleaſures. 
Cha. Let him come in. - 
Keep. Your grace may enter, now, 
"LANE Cranmer approaches the council table, 
Chan. My good lord arch-biſhop, I'm very forry ' 
To ſit here at this preſent, and behold 
That chair ſtand empty: but we all are men 
Jn our own natures frail, out of which frailty, 
And want of wiſdom, you, that beſt ſhould teach us, 
Have miſdemean'd yourſelf, and not a little; 
Tow'rd the king firſt, then his laws, in filling | 
The whole realm, by your teaching and your chaplains, 
(For ſo we are inform'd) with new opinians, 
Divers and dang'rous, which are herefies ; 
And, not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 
Gard, Which reformation mult be ſudden, too, 
| E 3 My 
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My noble lords; for thoſe that tame wild horſes, 
Pace 'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle, 
But ſtop their mouths with ſtubborn bits, and ſpur em, 
Till they obey the manage. If we ſoffer 
(Out of our eaſineſs and childiſtpity 
To one man's honour) this contagious ſickneſs, 
Farewel all phyſick : and what follow, then? 
Commotions, uproars, with a gen'ral taint, 
Of the whole ſtate. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progreſs, 
Both of my lite and office, I have labour'd 
(And with no little ſtudy) that my teaching, 
And the ſtrong courſe of my authority, 
Might go one way, and ſaſely; | 
Pray Heav'n the king may never-find a heart, 
With leſs allegiance in it. 
I do beſeech your lordſhips, 
That in this caſe of juſtice, my accuſers, 
Be what they will, may ſtand forth, face to face, 
And freely urge againſt me. 

Suff. Nay, my lord, 
That cannot be; you are a counſellor, 
And by that virtue no man dare accuſe you, 

Gard, My lord, becauſe we've buſineſs of more 

moment“, 

We will be ſhort wi? you, 'Tis his highneſs“ pleaſure, 
And our conſent, for better trial of you, 
From hence you be committed to the Tower; 
Where being but a private man again, 
You ſhall know many dare accuſe you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran, Ay, my good lord of Wincheſter, I thank you; 
You're always my good friend; if your will paſs, 
] ſhall both find your lordſhip judge and juror, 
You are ſo merciful. I fee your end, : 
"Tis my undoing, Love and meekneſs, lord, 
Become a church- man better than ambition: 
Win ftraying ſouls with modeſty again, 
Calt none :way, That I ſhall clear myſelf, 

* The malevolence of one prelate to another, ſuppoſing him 


out of favour, and gaping for his place, is finely depicted in the 
character of Gardiner, 


(Lay 
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(Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience) 
I make as little doubt, as you do conſcience, 
In doing daily wrongs. I could ſay more, 
But rev'rence to your calling makes me modeſt. 
Gard, My lord, my lord, you are a ſectary— 
That's the plain truth; your painted gloſs diſcoyers, 
To men that underſtand you, words and weakneſs, 
Crom. My lord of Wincheſter, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too ſharp; men ſo noble, 
However faulty, yet ſhould find reſpect, 
For what they have been: *tis a cruelty 
To load a falling man. 
Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 
T cry your honour mercy ; you may, worſt 
Of all this table, ſay ſo. 
Crom. Why, my lord? 
Gard, Do not I know you for a favourer 


Of this new ſet? Ye are not ſound. 


Crom. Not ſound! 
Gard. Not ſound, I ſay. 
Crom. Would you were. half ſo honeſt !. 

Men's prayers then would ſeek you, not their fears, 
Gard. I ſhall remember this bold language. 
Crom. Do. 

Remember your bold life, too. 

Cham. This is too much; 
Forbear, for ſhame, my lords. 

Gard, I've done. 

Crom. And I, 

Cham. Then thus for you, my lord; it ſtands agreed, 
| take it, by all voices, that forthwith, 

You be convey'd to th* Tower, a priſoner: 

'There to remain till the king's further pleaſure 

Be known unto us. Are you all agreed, lords: 
All. We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 
But I muſt needs to th* Tower, my lords? 
Gard. What other 
Would you expect? you're ſtrangely troubleſom:; 
Let ſome o' th' guard be ready there, 
Enter Keeper. 
Cran, For me? | 
Muſt 


| 
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Muſt I go like a traitor, then ? 
Gard, Receive him, 
And ſce him ſafe i“ th' Tower. 
Cran. Stay, good my lords, 
I have a little yet to ſay. Look there, lords; 
By virtue of that ring, 1 take my cauſe 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a molt noble judge, the king, my maſler, 
Cham. "this is the king's ring. 
Gard. *Tis no counterfeit, | 
Saft. * Tis his right ring. TI told ye all, 
When we firſt put this dang'rous ſtone a rolling, 
*T would fall upon ourſelves, 
Nor. D' you think, my lords, 
The king will ſuffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd ? 
Cham. "Vis now too certain. 


How much more is his life in value with him ? 


Would | were fairly out on't, 
Enter Rid G frewning on them, takes his ſcat, 
Gard. Dre. d ſov'reign how much are we bound to 
heav'n “ 
In daily thanks, that gave us ſuch a prince 
Not only good and wiſe, but moſt religious; 
One that in all ob?d:ence makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour, and to ſtrengthen 
That holy duty of our dear reſpect, 
His loyal ſelf in judgment comes to hear 
The cauſe berwixt her and this great offender. 
King. You're ever good at ſudden commendations, 
Biſhop of Wincheller. But know, I come not 
To hear ſuch flatt'ries, now. 
Whatloe'er thou tak'it me for, I'm ſure 
J hou haſt a cruel nature, and a bloody. 
Gocd man, fit down, Now let me ſee the proudeft 
[To Cranmer. 
He that dares moſt, but wag his finger at thee, 
By all that's holy, be had better ſtarve, 
1 han but once think this place becomes thee not, 
Sur. May't pleaſe your grace 
*This is an admirable natural turn of ſervility, in a mean, and 
malicious mind; finding its ſelfiſh, cruel purpoſes diſappointed. 


King. 
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King. No, ir, it does not pleaſe me. 
I thought I had men of ſome underitanding 
And wiſdom, of my council; but I find none. 
Was it diſcretion, lords, to let this man, 
This good man, (few of you deſerve that title) 
This honeſt man, wait, like a louſy foot- boy, 
At chamber-door, and one as great as you are? 
Why, what a ſhame was this? Did my commiſſion 
Bid ye ſo far forget yourſelves? I gave ye 
-Pow'r, as he was a counſellor, to try him, 
Not as a groom. There's ſome of ye, I ſee, 
More out of malice, than integrity, 
Would try him to the utmoſt, had ye means; 
Which ye ſhall never have, while I do live *. 
Chancel. My moſt dread ſovereign, may it like your 
grace 
To let my tongue excuſe all? What was purpos'd, 
Concerning his impriſonment, was rather, 
If there be faith in men, meant for his trial, 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 
I'm ſure, in me. | 
King. Well, well, my lords, reſpect him: 
Take him, and uſe him well, he's worthy of it. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him; 
Be friends, for ſhame, my lords. My lord of Canterbury, 
I have a ſuit, which you muſt not deny me. 
There is a fair young maid, that yet wants baptiſm, 
You muſt be — . and anſwer for her. 
Cran. The greateſt monarch now alive, may glory 
In ſuch an honour. How may 1 deſerve it, 
That am a poor and humble ſubje& to you ? | 
King. Come, come, my lord, you'd ſpare your 
ſpoons : you ſhall have 
Two noble partners with you; the old Ducheſs 
Of Norfolk, and the lady Marqueſs of Dorſet— 
Once more, my lord of Winchelter, I charge you 
Embrace and love this man. ; | 
Gard. With a true heart, 
And brother's love, I do it. | 
* A natural effuſion of an arbitrary mind, haughtil y and ade 
aAuately delivered, muſt ſtrike. 
+ Caudle ſpoons were the uſual gifts of goſſips, on a chriſtening 
8 | | Cran, 
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Cran. And let Heav'n 
Witneſs, how dear J hold this confirmation, 

King. Good man, thoſe joyful tears ſhew thy true 
The common voice, I ſee, is verify'd [heart. 
Of thee, which ſays thus. Do my lord of Canterbury 
But one ſhrewd turn, and he's your friend, for ever. 
Come, lords, we trifle time away; J long 
To have this young one made a chriſtian. 

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain : 
So I grow ſtronger, you more honour gain“. [ Exeunt. 
Noije and tumult avithin, Enter Porter and his Man. 

Port. You'll leave your noiſe anon, ye raſcals. Do 
you take the court for Paris Gardenff Ye rude 
{laves, leave your gaping. 

Within, Good Mr. Porter, I belong to the larder. 

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hang'd, you 
rogue, Is this a place to roar in? III ſcratch your 


Here we encounter a ſcene of a porter, and his aſſociates, 
reſiſting a mob. We have ventured to offer ſomething, in our 
idea, more decent, to give time for the royal chriſtening, and we 
hope, not unjuſtifiably, 

Fnter Lover, meeting CR OMWELL. 
Lov. What thruſting gaping crowds affail the court? 
Co. The uſual Englith taſte for public ſhow. 
| Some preſs to ſee the royal chriſtening paſs, 
Who, with tull hearts, will ſhout a loud applauſe; 
Yet ſhould they live to ſee this princeſs throned, 
Haply to hate would fickle praiſes turn. 

Lov, Good Cromwell, I have thought the rank of kings 
Leſs to be er ied, than a private ſtation ; 
Tempeſts . policy around them blow, 

Nor ftop at thrones—Proud minifters arc taught. 
Witneſs the verity, great Wolſey's ſhade — 

To feel their force, and fink beneath their weight. 
Had not the cardinal ſo highly ſoar'd, 

Fortune could ne'er have ſunk him down ſo low, 

Cao. O, name him not: though manifold his faults, 

With me his virtues ſtill muſt freſhly bloom; 
For oh, full many he has left behind, 

To glory in his fate, of blacker die, 

Than the worſt actions of his cenſur'd life, 

Loy. Too true, I fear, But hark, the trumpet's ſound, 
Eids grave reflexion hence; while loyalty 
Calls us to mingle with the jocund train, 

Crxom, Proceed, I'll follow to the ſcene of joy, [Exeunt, 

1 The bear garden, at that time. 
heads. 
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heads. Do you look for ale and cakes here, you rude 
raſcals? 
Man. We may as well puſh againſt Paul's, as ſtir' em. 
Port. How got they in, and be hang'd? 
Man. Alas, | know not, How gets the tide in? 
Mithin. Do you hear, Mr. Porter? | 
Port. I ſhall be with you preſently, good Mr, Puppy. 
Keep the door cloſe, firrah. 
Man, What would you have me do? 
Port. What ſhould you do, but knock 'em down, 
by the dozens. Is this Morefields, to muſter in ? 


Enter Lord CHAMBERLAIN, 
Chamb. Mercy o' me; what a multitude are here? 
Where are theſe porters, | 
Theſe lazy knaves? We ſhall have 
Great ſtore of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
When they paſs back from th' chriſt'ning? 
} Port. Pleaſe your honour, 
We are but men, an army cannot rule em. 
Man. No, nor two armies, 
Chamb. As | live, 
If the king blame me for't, I'II lay ye all 
By th' heels, and ſuddenly; and on your heads 
Clap round fines, for neglect: y'are lazy knaves. 
\ [ Exeunt, 


Diſcover fix Cuards, two Aldermen, Lord Mayor, Gar- 
ter King at arms, Cranmer, Duke of Norfolk, with 
his Martia''s flaff, Dute of Suffolk; then four noble- 

, men bearing a canopy, under which the Dutcheſs of 

4 N orfolk, god. mother, bearing the child richly habited 
in a mantle, then the Marchioneſs of Dorſet, the other - 
god-mother, both trains borne up, and ladies, Lord 
Chamberlain, and Earl of Surry. | 


Cran. Now to your royal grace, and the good queen, 
My noble partners and myſelf thus pray; 
All comfort, joy, in this moſt gracious lady, 
That Heav'n e'er laid up, to make parents happy, 
May hourly fall upon ye! 

King. Thank you, good lord arch-biſhop. 
What is her name? 

Cran, Elizabeih. 


-- 


King, 
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King. Stand up, lord. 
With this kiſs take my © wh 5 Heav'n protect thee, 
Into whoſe hand I give thy lite. 
Cran, Amen. 
King. My noble goſſips, 
T thank ye heartily ; ſo ſhall this lady, 
When ſhe has ſo much Engliſh, 
*Cran, Let me ſpeak, fir, 
(For Heav'n now bids me) and the words I utter, 
Let none think flatt'ry, for they'll find *em truth, 
This royal infant, (Heav'n ſtill move about her) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promiſes, 
Upon this land, a thouſand thouſand bleſſings, 
Which time will bring to ripeneſs. She ſhall be 
A pattern to all princes living with her, 
And all that ſhall ſucceed her. Truth ſhall nurſe her; 
Holy and heav'nly thoughts ſtill counſel her: 
She ſhall be lov'd, and fear'd. Her own ſhall bleſs her. 
Her foes ſhake, like a field of beaten corn, 
And hang their heads with ſorrow. Our children's 
| children 
Shall ſee this, and bleſs Heav'n. 
King. Thou ſpeakeſt wonders, 
Cran. She ſhall be, to the happineſs of England, 
An aged princeſs; many days ſhall ſee her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it. 
Would I had known no more. But ſhe muſt die, 
She muſt, the ſaints muſt have her, yet a virgin, 
A moſt unſpotted lily ſhall ſhe paſs 
To th' ground, and all the world ſhali mourn her“. 
King. O, lord arch-biſhop, 
This oracle of comfort has ſo pleas'd me, 
That when I am in Heav'n, I ſhall defire 
To ſee what this child does, 
I thank ye all 
Lead the way, lords; 
Ye muſt all ſee the queen, and ſhe muſt thank ye; 
She will be fick elſe. This day, no man think 
H'as buſineſs at his houſe, for all ſha!l Ray ; 
This little one ſhall make it holy-day. [ Exeunt. 


* This ſpeech, as originally written, though the ſentimentsare 
fine, is intolerably prolix; what the ſtageretains,is amplyſufficient, 


THE END. 


BY L 


